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are theſe but a Sort of Wings to the Soul? 
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PREFACE: 
% 8 | | 4 
NY one who conſiders the Nature of 
Man, muſt needs own thet Petry is 
very proper to work upon it; that it may be 
of Excellent Uſe unto him, and that it has 
in ſome reſpects the Advantage of Abſtract 
Reaſoning and Philoſophy. _.._. 


Tis true, were we nothing but pure In- 


tellect, were we ſtript of Fleſhand Blood, and | 
arriv d at that perfect State the Saints a- 


boxe enjoy, then a bare abſirattion of Thot, 
and orderly ranging of Idea's, might ſerve 
the Turn. But while we continue ſuch Be- 
ings as we are, while Blood, and Spirits, 
Imagination and Paſhon, make up 4 Part 
of our Nature, theſe muſt hade their proper 

Objects and Incentives, or we hall ſcarce- 
ly engage in the Queſt of Glory : Fer what 
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| The PREFACE. 
| Se may Creep, but will hardly Soar, with- 
F out them.” 1 

Nom the great Buſineſs of Poetry 9 
eu ty one knows) is to paint agreeable Pi- 
Fures on the Imagination, to actuate the 
Spirits, and give the Paſſons a Noble 
Pitch. All its daring Metaphors, ſurpri- 
ng Turns, melting Accents, lofty Flights, 
and lively Deſcriptions, ſerve for this End: 
While we Read we feel a ſtrange Warmth 
boyling within, the Blood dances through 
the Veins, Joy tightens in the Countenance, 
and we are inſenſibly led into a pleaſing 
Captivity. 

T beſe are ſome of the genuine Effects 
of Poetry; ſo that without all queſtion it 
may be of excellent Uſe to Mankind, may 
improve our Souls, and ſerve as a powerful 
Charm to deter us from Vice, and engage 
us on the fide of Wifdom and Vertue. 
But then for the ſame Reaſon it can't be 
deny d that it may be equally Pernicious. 
Profane and Leud Poetry is one of the 
greateſt Incentives to Wickedneſs in the 

World, like the Syren's Melody, while it 
Charms it Kills us. Vice is a deform'd 
and odrous thing, and if exposd N wo 

FILE | wou 


The PREFACE. 
wou d have but few Admirers; it owes all 
its Luſtre to falſe Colours, and theſe it chief 
ly borrows from the Poets; tis they that 
{mooth the Monſter's Brow, and make her 
Smile, that conceal her Defects, and ſet ber 
off to the greateſt Advantage. How ma- 
ny, who woud have ſtarted at the open 
Face of Vice, have been entic'd into its 
Fatal Embraces by means of thoſe be- 
witching Diſguiſes that Poetry has be- 
ow d ont? 

Who that has any Concern for Religion, 
or the Happineſs of Mankind, can conſider 
without Melancholy, what Store of Pro- 
fane and Leud Poetry theſe late Times baue 
t produc d, hom much tis valued, and what - 
y || great Miſchief is done by it? What 
il Numbers of Plays, and other Books of Poe- 
e | try and Gallantry, are daily expos'd to 

Sale, which beſides the Wit (pity ſo Ex- 
ze | cellent a Thing ſhould be employd to ſuch 
s. | ſorry Purpoſes) contain nothing but Femel 
he for Mens Corruptions * That burleſque Re- 
be Igion, defie its Author, and turn the moſt 
it | ſerious Things into fulſome Ridicule ? Vice 
*d N here rides Triumphant, has forgot to bluſh, 
4, and puts on that Air of Confidence which 
{8 Truth 
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in all the Arts of Wickedneſs. Iis 


The PREFACE. 
Truth and Virtue ſhould only appear in; 
One would think theſe had refign'd up all 
their Authority to it, and achnomledg d 
Vice to be the more Noble and Excellent Thing. 
The Heathens are at length conquer d by 
ws, Ancient Rome muſt give Place to 
London; and /hould the Poets and Co- 
medians of thoſe Days return agen, they d 
freely own themſelves outmatch'd by Chri- 
ftians, and wonder at our Improvements 


range, as well as deplorable, to ſee what 
Credit the Leudeſt Aut hors obtain among 
is; how faſt their Infection ſpreads, and 
bow fond Men are of the Inſtruments of their 
Ruin. Theſe are the Famuus Volumes that 
crowd the Preſs," and enrich the Printer 
and Bookſeller! Books of a contrary Strain, 
tho their Subjects are never ſo Noble, and 
they are Writ with a great deal of Senſe 
and Wit, go off but dully, they want the 
moſt Charming Accompliſhment, and don't I, 
agree (God for give us) with the Taſte of . 
this refin'd Age! To ſuch a Degree of if 7 
Degeneracy are we grown, and theſe are e 
the diſmal Effetts of Looje and Impious Nj, 
Authors! While War makes 2 * 
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The PREFACE. © 
broad, the Stage ruins at home, and 
proves more Fatal to Mens Souls, than that 
to their Bodies; the Contagion ſpreads 
wide, our Guilt cries loud, and, like 4 
mighty Deluge, threatens to overwhelm 
1 


Tis hag'd however our Condition is not 
deſperate: The Diſeaſe 1s deplorable, but 
may admit of a Cure. Virtue has ſtill her 
Champions and Admirers, who are not 
aſbam d of her deſpis'd Cauſe, nor dread to 
em the Threatning Torrent. Some faint 
Dawnings of Reformation ſeem to appear, 
and things begin to recover a better A, 
pect than formerly. Mr. Collier (to 
whom the Age can never be ſufficiently 


T Prateful) has given the Stage ſuch a 
* low, as in time I'm perſwaded will 


win or Reform it. The very Anſwers 
o his Writings do but add to his Tri- 
mphs, and loudly confeſs what feeble 
t Hr guments Vice is ſupported with, Truth 
.d Virtue are unconquerable; th hong 
of i ppreſs'd and Smother d, theyll at length 
re Freak forth afreſh, and ſhine in all their 
Native Luſtre and Beauty. Happy! 
bou'd eur Days afford ſuch a 2 

as 
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The PREFACE. 


as this. Should it be told to Poſterity, 
that theſe Times ſaw Vice Confounded, and 
Virtue fit Enthron'd on the Ruins of Im- 
piety. Nor haue we any Cauſe to de- 
pair of tt, ſince we hade a Queen, who is 
the Glory of Princes as well as of her 
Sex: A Queen, who not only ſeverely re- 
proves Vice by her ſhining Example, but 
bas often declar d her high Indignation a- 
gainſt it ; and who has already, by her Pru- 
dent Commands, given an Effectual Check 
to ſome of the Diſorders of the Theatre: | 
Her Majeſty, while ſhe confounds her Ene- 
mies Abroad, by the Thunder of her Arms, 

by ber Gentle and Pious Government ſcat- 
ters ample Bleſſings on her Subjects at 


Home. | 15 


1 


Gives Glorious Morals to a Vicious Age, 
To Temples Zeal, and Manners to the Stage, 
Bids the Chaſte Muſe without a Bluſh appear, 
And Wit be chat which Heaven and ſhe may hear 


Prologue ſpoke at Court before the Queen 
on her Majeſties Birth- Day, 170%. 


We are bleſs'd alſo with ſeveral trul 
Great Men, both in Church and _ 
* „ 
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Great I mean, not ſo much on the Account 
of their Dignity as Deſerts. Men who 
em raisd up on purpoſe for ſome Glorious 
Work! Who are governd by Generous 
Principles, and who ſhew great Modera- 
ration in ery thing, unleſs in oppoſing 
Vice, Bigottry, and Perſecution. So that 
t con ſidering theſe things, maynt we one Day 
Pope to ſee a Glorious Reformation? 

u-M One great Obſtacle that lyes ftill in the 
ck ay is, that there are ſo many Men of 
ztraordinary Senſe and Wit engag'd in 
he Cauſe of Irreligion. Mou d theſe 
but once deſert the Sorry Cauſe they baue 
ſpous d, and come over to the Side of Vir- 
ue, ou d they ſhew but half that Zeal 
in advancing Religion, they have unbap- 
pily done in diſcarding it, the deſir d 
Work woud go on Gloriouſly ; for certainly 
they who can ſet off Vice with Advantage, 
dead give Sin it ſelf an agreeable Prof- 
pect, might far more eaſily rec 

ue irtue ; might with far leſs Pains re- 
orm the World, than they are at to 
7 > OO | _ 
ru Virtue is in it ſelf Excellent and Churm- 
ateſng, and wants but a little Art to render 
Tea it 
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The PREFACE. 
it Viftorious. Mou d but our great Genius 
then' employ their Pens in its Service, and 
by a gdod Life, witneſs their Sincerity, 
"what a Happy Change ſhould we ſoon ſee! 
Ham wou'd they attract the Attention off 
Mankind? What Force or Act wou'd be 
able to withſtand ſuch skilful Advocate, 
when employd in ſo good a Cauſe ? Hoy 
faſt wou'd Vice liſe Ground, and Blu 
at ber own Deformity * How wou'd thi 
foft and moving Strains of Poetry tam 
% Savage, inſpire the Stupid, melt th 
Quel, quench the Flames of Luſt, ani, 
blow up the pure Flames of Devotion fl 
Theſe: wou'd be the certain Effects of Dif ; 
wine and Vertuous Poetry, May the Wit 
the Nation at length make the Ex 
perimem, and ſo bleſs the World and then 
elves together. > 
Thus now I have deliverd my Min 
with fome Marmth and Freedom, but tt 
Inportance of the Thing I preſume will ſuf 
fictently excuſe me; not that I expect 
eſcape uncenſur d, this were to betray lf (c 
Ignorance of the Age we live in: But "iff co 
better I think to 72 Man's Judgmeſ be 
"then: God's, better be cenſurd for di 
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The PREFACE. 

f >1ditf Re /i ion, than for being a Traitor 
| j 21 . This is 14 . plea- 
es me. My fevereſt Cenſures (unleſs more 
hardned Sinners than Rocheſter himſelf”) 
will when Death approaches them alter their 
Opinion, and wiſh, with me, they had 
been faithful to God; and to their Conſci- 
ences; they'll give a World then to live 
over thoſe precious Minutes agen, which are 
now ſpent perhaps in the wildeſt Extrawa- 
gances. Vertue will then appear to them in 
© all its Charms, and Vice in all its De- 
formity; and they'll be at length ſadly 
convinc'd, that ſuch are the only Wiſe and 
Happy Men, who fear God, and live as 
the Heirs of Glory and Immortality. 

It remains now that a Word or Two be 
ſaid concerning the Collection the World is 
here preſented with; tis partly borrow'd from 
Authors, and partly New. The Authors are 
Men of unqueſtionable Reputation in theſe 
1: Matters; the Poems were diſpers'd thro ſe- 
Ju veral Volumes, and moſt of them mix d 
with other gf a quite different Nature, 
ml ſo that though Printed already, they cou'd 
come into but very few Hands, and will 

be altogether New to moſt People. Our Poets 
bade 


The PREFACE. 
bave ſo little imployd their | Talents on 
Divine Subjects, that their numerous Vo- 
liemes afford not Poems enough of that Na- 
ture to furniſh out one Octavo, and for 
this Reaſon we have added ſeveral New 
Copies, which make up about half the 
Bool. 'Tis hop d theſe will be no Diſgrace 
to. the reſt. May the whole be attended 
with God's Bleſſing, and help to revive 
languiſbing Piety among us. 
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H E Glorious Armies of the Sky 
I. Tothee, O mighty King! 
Frriumphant Anthems conſecrate, 
And Hallelujabs ling. 


zut (till their moſt exalted Flights 
Fall vaſtly ſhort ofthee z 
3 How 


2 Divine Hymns and Poems. 


How diſtant then muſt humane Praiſe 


> » wn —_— —_— 


- From thy perſections be ! 3 


{3 a 
III. 
Yet * 4 , Aha "_ [- 4 
When v-raviſied i 


Each Creature in their various Wan 
Diſplay thy Excellence ? 
ont 1: C0 
"Kt > f F | * | # no 
IV. 
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The active Lights that ſhine above, 
In their Eternal Dande/. 1 | 
Reveal their sil ful Maker's Praiſe 


With ſilent Elegance. 
74 2 7. + # c | A F | 7 
1 oy 
„ 2 
ä 
The Bluſhes of the Morn confefss 
That thou art much more Fair, 
When in the Eaſt its Beams revive 
To gild the Fields of Air. | 
T2610 241g > vin Tietfs Hitt 3: 
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EL Es VI. 1 
Tbe W the Refreſhing, Breath | 
Of every flowr'y Bloom 

Inn balmy Whiſpers own from thee ö 
BY Their pleaſing Odours come. | 
VII. | 
The ſinging Birds, the — Wind, 2 N 
And Waters murmuring fall, 210 [ 


To praiſe the firſt Almighty Cauſe 
With different Voices call. 


LO * | 

, VIII. ; Jani . * . 
ruby numerous Works exalt thee thus,” wn 
: And ſhall I filent be? JE od ſow 


No, rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 
Than ceaſe from pong thee 


o * . 
„. \ T ; 12 92 91 
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Egin the high Celeſtial Strain, 
My raviſh'd Soul, and ſing 

A ſolemn, Hymn of graceful Praiſe ,, _ 
To Heav'ns Almighty King. 


0 dio i uh ch 
Ye curling Fountains as you roul 
Tour filver Waves along, 
Whiſper to all your verdant Shores, _. 
The Subject of my Song. 


(4 . 


* 1 
Retain it long you echoing has, 
The Sacred Sound retain, 
And from your hollow winging Caves 
Return it oft again. 


Divine Hynn s and Fyem 
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Bear it ye Winds on all Te Wi 8 
To diſtant Climes away, 
And round the wide extended World 
My lofty Theme convey... 5 923 
e {Ed D236) 
Take the glad Burden of his Nan | 
Ye Clouds as you ariſe, 
Whether to deck the golden Morn, 
Or ſhade the Evening lies. 
VI. 
Let harmleſs Thunders roul along 
The ſmooth Etherial Plain, 0 
And anſwer from the Cryſtal Vault 
To n flying Strain. gms 2007 2 
J< 10 913 qu L 
VII. 
Long let it warble round the Spheres, 
And Eccho thro'.the Sky, 


B 3 


> wh lle anvil 
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Till Angels with Immortal Skill 


Improve the Harmony. + 
* no tiE none 


While 1 wirkt Sacred Rapture fir'd 


The bleſt Creator Sing, 
And Warble conſecrated Lays 
To Heaven's Aluighty King 


H YM: N. HE 9" 


147 
510 lads m1abiiiT imme: 
Hou did l, 0 Mighty God, exiſt i 
Fer Lime begun its Race, 
Before the ample Elements 
F i'd up the Voids you _ 
9127412 ord be: WT i NES, 1 5 
Before the pond rous earth ly Globe 155 
| by fluid Air was wich | 


Before the Oceans mighty Springs 
Their 2 Stores W 


0 4 | © 
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Before the high celeſtial Arch, 
Or Starry Poles were tear d. 


Before the loud melodic Sphere: 
Their tuneful Round begun, i 

Before the ſhining Roads of Heav'n 
Were meaſur'd by the Sun. 


5 Ir 14 Cot i. 4 0 
F 1 1 101 1 13 v ? 


V. 


"bow wy 2 . 9 1 
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Eer thro' the Empirean Courts | 
One Hallelujah rung, 
Or to their Harps the Sons of Light 


Extatick Anthems ſung. 
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2 II. now 7163 Dei 
Fer thro' the Gloom of antient _—_ 2418 
The Streaks of Light appear d. 


VI. 7 biupi! 
 EerMen ador'd, or Angels knew, 
Or prais'd, thy wondrous Name, 
Thy Bliſs (O Sacred Spring of Life!) 
And Glory was the ſame, 


* 


VII. 
And when the Pillars of the World 
With ſudden Ruin break, 
And all this vaſt and goodly Frame 
- Sinks inthe mighty Wreck; 


VILE 7 9 
When from her Orb the Moon mall ſtart, 
. Th aſtoniſh'd Sun doc back, 
While all the trembling ſtarry Lamps 
Their a ancient Courſe forlake ;/ TIM | hs 


1 1 
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IX. 
For ever Permanent: a 2 eie 


9 


From Agitation free, 
Unchang d, in Everlaſting Years IQ 1 1916572 TC 


Shall thy Exiſtence be. % 
5 . 4 2000 e 
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I. | 
Þ* thee, my God, I hourly Sigh, t 
But not for golden Stores, 
Nor covet I the brighteſt Gems FS. 
On the Rich Eaſtern Shores, ; : d 

, Es | 

Nor that deluding empty Joy = 
) Men call a mighty Name, 

Nor Greatneſs in its gayeſt Pride 
* My reſtleſs Thoughts inflame. 

III. 


* fo Divid Hymns arid Poem. 


III. 
Nor Pleaſure Soft enticing Cham + + 
My fond Defires allure, 3 
For greater Things than theſe from thes 5017 


My Wiſhes wou d ſecure. LES Il 


— — 872 - — 1 
Thoſe Blisful, thoſe Tranſporting, Smiles 
That brighten Hodv'n above/ [4 

The boundle(s Riches of thy Grace, 


64 40 


O make theſe Bleſlings mine, 
And I the Glories of the World 
Contentedly reſign, | , 


And Trealures os ty Love. 
wh 18 | 3 F 8 ** 511 7 2 i Þ 
Thing 112 10/7 
Theſe are the mighty ings 1 crave, ; 


N Vain the dusky Night retires, 
And ſullen Shadows fly : 
In Vain the Morn with purple Light 
Adorns the Eaſtern Sky. 


| 
In Vain the gaudy Riſing-ſun 
The wide Horizon gilds, 
Comes glitt ring o'er the flver Streams 
And Chears the dewy Fields.” 


III. 
In Vain diſpenſing vernal Sweets 
The Morning Breezes play; 
In Vain the Birds with chearful Songs 
Salute the New. born Day; 


'2 


„ - 
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In vain, unleſs my Saviour's race 


Theſe gloomy Clouds oontroul, 
And diſſipate the ſullen Shades 


That preſs my drooping Soul. 


V. 
Oh viſit then thy Servant, Lord. 
With Favour from on high, 
Ariſe, my Bright Immortal Sun, 
And all theſe Shades will die. 


VI. 
When, * walt behold ty Face 
All Radiant and Serene, 
Without theſe envious dusky Clouds 
That make a Vail between? 


3 1:0 FL: ;-. 
When ſhall that long expected Day 
Of Sacred Viſion be, 
*. 


When 


Ls am... + # a% _ 
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When my — Soul ſhall make 


* 


A near Approach to thee. 


A Paraphraſe on John 3. 16. By 
a Young Lady. 


For God ſo loved the World, that he. gave 
ls "uy Begotten Son, Gn. A 


11 
yes. ſo God lov'd the World ; es 

| Are this great Loves Dimenſions ? | 

Ev'n Angels ſtop, for baffled here 

Are their vaſt Apprehenſions. 

In Vain they ſtrive to graſp the boundleſs Thing; 
Not all their Comments can won the mighty 


(Truth! ling. = M 
Yet ſtill they pauſe on the Contents 
Of this amazing Story ; 


114 


How 


How he that fill d the wide Extents 
Of uncreated Glory: 
He whom the Heav'n of Heav ns cou d not contain, 


Shou'd yet within the Sacred Maid's contracted 
( Womb remain. 


f 1 


8 „ My ar f 
Me: 55,17 f 
They ſee him Born, and hear him Weep, 
To aggravate their Wonder, 1 
Whoſe awful Voice had ſhook the Deep, 
And breath d his Will in Thunder: 
That awful Voice chang d to an Infant's Cry, 
Whilſt in a feeble Woman's Arms he ſeems con- 


Sw Lots: 0 (ſtrain d to lye 
ed (M1 nay 2 Nel) Fo 


Extended i in a Manger ! 
The Lord of all the Heav' nly Hoſts 
Hinge 4 to Scorn n 1 


1 W 
ta. I 
N 1 1924 
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Divine Nymas and Fuems. 13 
The Only Bleſt the All- ſufficient weeps, 
But Oh, who guides the ſtagg ring World while 


n, (its TOY gy 2 
ed 8 | | 
n. 4 — 
And canſt thou Man ungrateful prove on = 
When 'twas for thy Salvation | 
He left thoſe ſplendid Seats above, 
His late brigf Habitation, 
Where all his Deity ſhone without th' Allay 
Of a ſeraphick Vehicle, or deficated Clay. 
n- Ty VI. 1 
2 Where he tranſcendentiy poſſeſs 
The Fulneſs of perfection, | 
Tho here benigh ed and opprelt, 
6 85 The Type of all Deje&ion. 2 
He asks for Food that gave the Ravens Bread, 
And the great Founder of the World wants where 
5 (to 10 his Head. 
4 "Yo egi 2 
10 | „ Un bo1lexs 2:15:33 10 8 VII. 
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Bur Oh! what dark Cataſtrophe | 
Does Hell at laſt conſpire ! 
Behold upon the curſed Tree 
The Lord of Life expire: 
From this amaz'd, the Sun withdraws bis Eye, 


Afraid to ſee his Maker bleed and the Eternal die 


VIII. 
The Seraphim that throng d about 
'Twixt Hope and Conſternation, 
Now blaze the wondrous News about 
The Radiant Corporation; 7 
Who vainly ſtrive the Myſtery to ſcan 


And fathom the ſtupendious Depths of this great 
0 Love to Man. 


ennie | IX. 
He on the Rights of Juſtice ſtood 
Wich their exalted Nature, 


Dine Hynins un Fbems. 17 
That now thro' streams of Sacred Blood | 
Watts the terreſtrial Creature: 
Wafts duſty Man to that Felicity 


Which the en Sons of Light maſt never 
(hope to fre. 


A Para W's on 1 148061 Plan 
By ps Earl of Roſcommon, 
writ at Twelve Tears f Age. 


Azare \aults | O Cryſtal Sky) i; 
The World'stranſparent Canopy, 
Break your long Silence, and let Mortals know. ' 
ith what Contempt yan look on Things below. 


at 


Wing'd RY of the God of War; 

Who conquer whereſo er you are, | 

t ecchoing Anthems make his Praiſes know. 
n Earth his Evotſtool, as in Heav'n his Throne. 


0 Steat 


at | <8 = 


18 Dein aneh. 


\ 


Sold o 
Great Eye of, all; whoſe ebene Ray 


Rules the bright Empire uf the Day, 
O praiſe his Name, without whoſe purer Light 
Thou hadſt been hid in an Abyſs of Night. 


3 e 


Ye Moon and Planets, who diſpence 
By God's Command your Influence, 


Reſigu to him, as your Creator, due, 
That Veneration which Men pay to you. 


Faireſt as well as firſt of Things, 

From whom all Joy, all Beauty, ſprings, 
O praiſe th Almighty Ruler of the Globe, | 
Who uſeth thee for his Imperial Robe. 1 


praiſe him ye loud harmonious Spheres, 

Whoſe Sacred Stamp all Nature bears, 
Who did all Forms from the rude Chaos draw. G. 
And yboſe Command. isch Univerſal Law. 


„ 
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Ye watry Mountains of the Sky, i 

And you ſo far above our Eye, Wbt 
Vaſt ever-moving Orbs exalt his Name, = 
Who gave its Being to your glorious Frame. 


* 
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Ye Dragons, whoſe contagious Brea 
Peoples the dark Retreats of Death, 


Change your fierce Hiſſing into joyful Song, 
And praiſe your Maker with your forked Tongue 


Praiſe him ye Monſters of the Deep, 
That in the Seas vaſt Boſom Sleep, - 
At whoſe Command the foaming Billows roar, 
Yetknow their Limits, tremble, and adore. 


Ye Miſts and Vapours, Hail and Snow, 
And you who thro' the Goncave blow, 


aw. Pwift Executors of his Holy Word, N 
nirlwinds and Terps, mote, thi ami 


C ; 
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Mountains who to your Maker's View | 
 Seemleſs then Mole- hills do to you, 
Remember how, when firſt Jehovah ſpoke, 
All Heay' nw was Fire, and Sinai hid 1 in Smoke. | 
Praiſe him ſweet Off. ſpriug of the Ground, 
With Heay'nly Nectar yearly crown d, 
And ye tall Cedars celebrate his Praiſe, | 
That in his Temple Sacred Altars raiſe. 


Idle Muſiciats of the Spring, 
Whoſe only Care's to love and ſing, 


Fly. chro che World, and let your trembling 
dls ( Throat 


Praiſe your Creator with. the ſweeteſt Note. 


wore : 4 
Praiſe him cach Salyage, furious dealt 


That on n 8 8 Stores do daily feaſt, 
And Jop tame 85 wes ofthe 1 Plow, 


* 914 IQ 4 231501 


Youn weary Knees to your Creator bow. 


Ma- 
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Majeſtick Monarchs, Mortal Gods, 
Whoſe Pow'r hath here no Periodss, 
May al! Attempts againſt your.Crown de Vain, 
But (1111 :-:aember by whoſe Pow'r you Reign. 


Let the wide World his Praiſes ſing, : G a! 
Where Tagss and Euphrates ſpring; » | 
And from the Daunbe's froſty Banks to thoſe” © © 
Where from an unknown Head great Nlur flows. * 


— Sq. 496“e‚i 5 ® 


You that diſpoſe of all our Lives, 
praiſe him from whom your Por ddives} | 


be true and juſt like him, and fear his Word, 


\s much as Malefactors do your Sword. 
| 


Praiſe him old Monuments of Time 
O praiſe him in your yourbful Prime. 

Praiſe him Fair Idols of our greedy —_ Rn bag”, RS 
xalt his Nam ſweet nme 4 


ing 
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Jehovah's Name ſhall only laſt, 
When Heaven, Earth, and all is paſt; 


Nothing, Great God, is to be found in thee 
But ungonceivabla Eternity. 


Exalt O Jacob's Sacred Race, 

The God of Gods, the God of Grace, 
Who will above the Stars your Empire raiſe, - 
And with his Glory recompence your Praiſe. 


Jn IS ——— 
—— — 4 a » * 
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— — — — W 


TE D E u M Parapbrſe, By 
Mr. Dennis. W 


1. 
. Long Adieu to Mortal Lays, 
„ Our Voice t immortal Heights we raiſe, 
i And fing the great Creator's Praiſe 4 
Thy Praiſe, O God, thy boundleſs Praiſe, 
In more than humane Sounds we (i ing, 
O dor an Angel's tow' ring Wing 


O 
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O! Rather for thy Spirit to ſuſtain © 
Each matchleſs Strain, „ ROOT nis 

That it may reach Eternal Heights, 
And in its lofty, daring, Flights, F. 
The Heaver of Heavens may ſ cale, a 
Raiſe all your Voices, ſtrike your Strings, 

'Tis God, tis God we fing; 
Sound all and cry with one accord, 
Hail thou Supream of Things 
The World's great Author Hail! | 
Hail Infinite Eternal King, 
The God above all Heights adord ! 
We all confeſs, and all obey, - 4 \L776 VV 
Proſtrate, and low, and'trembling, all 
Before thy dreadful Majeſty we fall, 
Acknowledging thy boundleſs Say. 


9 - 
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F. Nn 
Such Homage to their Eaſtern Kings 
The Indian and the Perſon bring: 


C 4 
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But Eaſtern Kings L alas ] to thee 
Vain Fantoms are of Royalty, | 
That with a falſe, deluſive, Power | 
Appear and vaniſh in an Hour. 

For thee what Homage ſnall we and > 


Infiaite, Independant, Mind. 
What Homage worthy of the God 


That can unmake us with a Nod? 


Look from thy awful Throne on Higb. 4 


And with thy Omnipreſent Eye 
into our $2uls Receſles pry: 
There ſee a Homage worthy thee, 
Worthy Eternal Majeſty, - | | 

See profound Humility, . 
See Souls entirely Mortify'd, 
Down ſenſleſs Vanity and Pride: his 
Vile as thou art yain Man appear, 
Behold Omnipotence i is here. 


When he who only is, hen he 


* 
* 


Appears, what Worms, What Mites, are we 


Nay, 


2 
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Nay, we are not, we only ſeem, 
We're ſcarce a Shadow, ſcarce a Dream, 
A ſenſleſs Dream of what is not, 
That paſſes and is ſtrait forgot. oft v7 
Thou only art, for what thou art | 
Thou always wilt be, always wert; 

For thou art Permanent and Fix'd, 


F & 
bl * 


Uncreated, and Unmix d; 


The Radiant Heavens, and Dent Earth, 


Owe to thee their wondrous Birth 5  '-// 


Thou of Ten Thouſand VVorlds art Lord., 
And art by every VVorld ador'd ; 

They all confeſs thy Power Divine, 
For thee they Move, for thee they S hine, 
And every VVorld's for ever thine. 


III. 


And this great Planet Earth, which roulss 
Inceſſantly around its Poles, . 
And till the End of Time wuſt Rn 
ſts Giant Race about the Sun; 
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And moving round the Lamp of Day, 


Oertake the Seaſons in its way, 
VVhile ſlanting in its Oblique flight, 

It ſhortens or prolongs the Night; 
Thee Motion's Fountain, and its Source, 
It VVorſhips in its endleſs Conrle ; 


Thee while it turns about the Sphere, 
- Accompliſhing the mighty Year, 


Its great Creator thee it ſerves, 
And thy Eternal Laws obſerves. 


Fermented by thy Flame, gave Birth; 

All that on £ybian Mountains Roar, 

Or Flounder on the Indian Shore; 

All that in airy Caravans on high, 
Intelligent of Seaſons fly, 

Tbro' the vaſt Deſarts of th Aerial Sky, 


All to-their Maker Adoration pay, 
All conſtantl y thy ſeveral Laws obey x | 
VVhich their diſtivgoiſi'd Tribes and diffe- 


(rent Nations bay. 


Their 


Creatures to whom great Mother Earth, 


* — 
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Their Seaſons pre-ordain'd by thee they know, 


At thy Command wo come, at thy Com- 
ann 


IV. 1 2 
None but Irregular Man thy rightful Sway, 
Impious Irregular Man dares Diſobey; 
Yet Impious Man too thee Adores, 
Thee from Carthaian to Ferapigh Shores, 
VVith Nameleſs Rights, unnumber'd N 
He every Hour implores. 
Before thy Feet Earth's numerous Kingdoms all, 
Before thy Fect a Thouſand Monarchs fall, 
And thee their Everlaſting Father call. - 
And thus they Cry, thy potent Breath, | 
Our great Forefather call'd from more than Death 
When thou ſaidſt let him be, the Sound - 
Drew him wond'rivg from the Ground; 
| I Before thee low the World's great Rulers Bow; 
Thou art our God, our mighty Maker thou, 
I Thou Form'dſt us at the firſt, and thou Su- 
| ___ (ffain'ſt us now. 


v. 


Now let us Earth 55 4 Earthly chings diſdain, 


Now let us try a loftier Strain, 
Now let our Souls to Heaven repair, 


Direct their moſt aſpiring Flight, 

To Fields of uncreated Light, 

And dare to draw Imperial Air. 

Tis done, Oh, Place divinely Bright! 
Oh, Sons of God divinely Fair! 

Oh Sight! Unutterable Sight! 

Oh, unconceivable Delight! 

Oh Joy, which only Gods can bear! 
Hark how their bliſsful Notes they raiſe, 
And Sing the Eternal Maker's Praiſe; 
How in Extatick Song they Cry, 

Lo we the glorious Sons of Light, 
So Great, ſo Beautiful, ſo Bright! 
Lowe the brighteſt of Created things, 
Who are all Flame, all Force, all Spirit, 
| And all Eye, 


* * 1 
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Are 
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Are yet but Vile, and Nothing in thy Sight. | 
Before thy Feet, O mighty King of Kings? 
O Maker of this boundleſs All ! 

Thus lowly Reverent we fall, 

Thou know'ſt how many of us fell, 
To loweſt Shame and loweſt Hell 
But thou art Holy, thou, O Lord, 
Art only fit to be Implor d, _ 
Of Sacred Sabboth, God Ador'd! | | * d 
And thus they pals Eternity, +5" 
To thee all Angels in the Sky, 
And all Archangels loudly Cry; . ; 


> Red 
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The mighty Cherubim 0 

Anſwer the flaming Seraphim, No ink 

Holy, continually they Cry s, 5 1 
O Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord, = 


Of Sacred Sabboth God Ador' d. | 
From them Dominions catch the bliſsful — 
And Thrones the glorious Fugue Prolong. 


, * "A * 
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Holy 
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| Holy continually they Cry, 


Th' Harmonious Thunder rowls along * 
es, 


And to the Golden Orbs it Ales. 
The vaſt Intelligences all on Fire, 


With flaming Zeal, compleat the Immortal 
(Quire; 


1 To ſing the great Creator all Conſpire; 

All Ranks Divinely touch the Living Lyre: 
O Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord, 

of sacred Sabboth, God Ador'd! 

Holy the Imperial Spirits cry, 

wy, Holy the Regents of the Orbs reply. 

. ö To the great Strain they tune their Spheres, 

; And Raviſh even Immortal Ears : 

And all the Harmonious Worlds. on bie 


Accompany the Song Divine, 
And in th eternal Chorus join. 
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VI. 
Thus thee they always Worſhip, all 
Thee God of Sacred Sabbath call. 


Divine Hymn 

For thou haſt been of Holy Reſt, 

From vaſt Eternity poſſeſt. 

When all in yon Created Maſs * 

Does but appear, and move, and paſs; 

All moves, all fluctuates, without end, 1728 

But Spirits that on thine Depend. 

Yon Glorious Worlds, that floating lye, 

In the profound Abyſs of Sky, 

In Matter's Stormy Gulph are toſt, 

Till in a flaming Wrack they're loſt. _ 
We that ſo far with Angels Ken can Trace 
Thy Godlike Works along the boundleſs Space, 
See Novght from endleſs Agitation free, 
But thee, the Great, th' Eternal, Mover thee. , 
Even we are moy'd, even we are toſt 
In Bliſs ful Rapture almoſt loſt, 

Even we ſometimes almoſt complain, N | 3 


Of Tranſports that are near to Pain, 


Which without thee we never could Suſtain. 7 - 
Thou mov lt us all, yet ever bleſt, 


Alone cnjoy'ſt perpetual Reſt: 


Thy 
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Thy great All-feeing Eyes ne'er Sleep; 
And yet for everlaſting Days 1 
They Sabbath, Sacred Sabboth, keep; 
The wondrous Subject of our Praiſe. 
But who, tho Mounted on an Angel's Wing, 
Can ever hope to raiſe his Flight 
To ſuch a Tow'ring, ſuch a Godlike Height, 
As thee with equal Song to Sing : * 
Thee over all the Worlds Supream, 
Who muſt not flag beneath th Almighty Theme, 
Where-e'er at utmoſt Stretch we caſt our Eyes, 
Thro the vaſt frightful Spaces of the Skies, 
Even there we find thy Glory, there we Gaze 
On thy bright Ma jeſty's unbounded Blaze: 
Ten Thouſands Suns, prodigious Glabes of Lis ght 


At once in Broad Dimenſions ſtrike our Sight. 


Millions behind, in the Remoter Skies 
Appear but Spangels t to our wearied Eyes: 


And when our wearied Eyes want farther 
(Str ength, 


To pierce the Void's Immeaſurable Length, 


i 4 
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Our vigorous Tow'ring Thoughts ſtill further fly 
And ſtill Remoter flaming Worlds deſcry : 
But even an Angel's Comprehenſive Thought 
Cannot extend ſo far as thou haſt Wrought z, 
Our vaſt Conceptions are by Swelling brought, 
$wallow'd and Loſt in Infinite to Nought. - 


* - 
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Hymn on the Sacrament. 
unknown Hand. 


l. 
A D art thou tine, my deareſt Ltd 
Then 1 have all. Nor fly 
The boldeſt Wiſhes I can form 
Unto a Pitch more high! | 


By an 


— 


ii. 
Yes, thou art mine, the Contracts Seal'd 
With thy own precious Blood; 
And een Almighty Powet's Engag'd 
To ſee it all mide Good: 
D 


tis 
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III. 
My Fears diſſolve: For O what more 
Cou'd ſtudious Bounty do ? 
What farther mighty Proofs are left 
Unbounded Love to ſhew ? 


IV. 
My Faith's Confirm d, nor wou d 1 quit 
My Title to thy Love 
For all the valu'd things below, 
Or ſhining things above. 


V. 
Nor at the proſp'rous Sinner's State 
Do I at all Repine; 
No, let em Parcel out the Earth, 
While Heay'n and thou art mine. 
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A Paſtoral on the Nativity of our 
Saviour, in Imitation of an Italian 


P aſtoral. By Mrs. inger.” . 


Menalcus. | 
Ome mighty Things theſe awful Signs portend ! 
Amaz'd, we ſee new Stars the Skies aſcend 5 
A Thouſand ſtrange uſurping Lights appear, 
And dart their ſudden Glories thro the Air; 
A dazling Day without the Sun returns, 
And thro' the Midnights dusky Horror burns. 


Palemon. 
And in the Depth of Winter Spring appears, 
For lol the Ground a ſudden Verdure Wears; 
The op'ning Flow'rs diſplay their gaudi'ſt Dye, 
And ſeem with all the Summer's Pride to vie. 


Ds -.- _- -—_ 
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. Duyxraio. 

Nor without Myſt ry are theſe. Joys that roul 
In Torrents thro my now prophetick Soul, 
And ſoftly whiſper to my raviſh'd Breaſt, 


That more than all the Tribes the Race of 
: ( Judah's bleſt, 


| : Menalcus. 

But ſee the Eaſtern Skies diſcloſe a Light 
Beyond the Noontides flaming Glories Bright, 
This Way iis Courſe the Sacred Viſion bends, 
And with much State and ſolemn Pomp deſcends: 
Sonorous Voices eccho from afar, 


And ſoftly warble thro the trembling Air: 


The circling Spheres the charming Sound prolong, 
And an(wer all the Cadence of their Song : 

And now the Sacred Harmony draws near, 

And now a Thouſand Heay'nly Forms appear. 


Angeli. 
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Immortal Glory give to God on High, 

Thro' all the lofty Stations of the Sky, 

Let Joy on Earth, and endleſß Peace, enſue, 
The great Meſſiah's Born, Thrice Happy Men to 
( you. 


Uranio. 
The great Meſſiah Born! Tranſporting Sound! 
To the wide World ſpread the bleſt Accents round. 
What Joy theſe long- expected Tidings bring! 
To us is Born a Saviour, and a King, 


Angels. 
An Infant in a Virgin's Arms he lyes 
Who rides the Winds, and thunders thro' the Skies 
The God to whom the flaming Scraphs bow 
Deſcends-to lead the Life of Mortals nov. 
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Memnalcus. 
———— —Surprizing, Pow'r of Love 
Ev'n God himſelf thy mighty Force does prove ; 3 
Thou rul'ſt the World n and govern'ſt all 


* above 


Palemon. 


You ſhining Meſſengers be farther kind, 
And tell us where the wondrous Child to find, 


5 Angels. As 
Your glad Conducters to the Place we'll be 
Eager as you this Myſtick Thing to ſee. 


\ Draws. 
. Preſent to the Infant King let $ bear, 
For Zeal ſhou'd always liberal appear. 


Angels. 
Come on, well lead you to the poor Abode, 


Where i in a anger lives the Incarnate God, 
T7 © Bedngd 
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Reduc'd to lodge among the ſordid Beaſt, 7 
Who all the ſpacious Realms of Light poſſels'd ; 
And he whoſe humble Miniſters we were, 
Becomes a Tender Virgin's helplefs Care. 
Thro' Heav'n, but now, the haſty Tidings rung, 
And Anthems on the wondrous Theme they ſung · 


r 
But to what happy Maid of humane Race 
Has Heav'n allotted this peculiar Grace ? 


E Angels. 

Ye ecchoing Skies repeat Maria's Name, 

Maria thro' the Starry Worlds proclaim. 

In her bright Face Celeſtial Graces ſhine, 

Her Mind's enrich'd with Treaſures all Divine, 


From David's Royal Houſe deſcends her nobl 
(Line. 


But ſee the humble Seat, the poor Abode, 
That holds the Virgin, with the Infant God. 


SY | 3 
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Thee, Virgin Born, thus proſtrate I adore, 
And offer here the Choice of all my Store. 
Untill'd the Earth ſhall now vaſt Harveſts yield, 
And laughing Plenty crown the open Field, 
ol Rivers in the Deſarts ſhall be ſeen, 

And barren Waſtes cloath d in eternal Green. 
Inſtead of Thorns the ſtately Fair ſhall riſe, 
And waye his lofty Head amid'ſt the Skies; . 
Where Thiſtles ſhall once fragrant Myrtle grow, 
The beauteous Roſe on ey'ry Buſh ſhall gow, 


And from the purple Grape rich Wines 
| Fc unpreſs '4ſhall flow. 


Palemon. 

reat Star of Jacob, that ſoBright doſt riſe, 
run lovely Infant thy auſpicious Eyes: 
This ſoft and ſpotleſs Wooll to thee I bring, 
My earlieſt Tribute to the new-born King. 

With thee each Sacred Virthe takes its Birth, 
And Peace and Juſtice now ſhall rule the Earth, 
. . % + FT +44 Thou 
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Thou halt the Bliſs of Paradice reſtore, 
And Wars and Tumults ſhall be heard no more. 
The Wolf and Lamb ſhall now together feed, 
And with the Ox the Lions ſavage Breed. 


The Child ſhall with the harmleſs Serpent play, 
And lead Unhurt the gentle Beaſt away: 


And where the Sun aſcends the ſhining Eaſt, 
And where he ends his-Journey in the Weſt, 
Thy glorious Name ſhall be ador'd and bleſt. 


Oranio. 
The Hope of Iſrael Hail with humble Zeal 
To thee, unqueſtion d Son of God, I kneel : 
All Hail to thee, of whom the Prophets Old 
Such mighty Things to our Forefathers told. 


Thy Kingdom ſhall from Sea to Sea extend, 
And reach the ſpacious World's remoteſt End. 
The ſpicy Ifle, and Seba's wealthy King, 

To thee from far ſhall coſtly Preſents bring. 

Thy ſtedfaſt Throne ſhall ſtand for ever faſt, 

And thy Dominion Time it ſelf outlaſt. 


> 


This 
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This gentle Lamb, the beſt my Flocks afford, 
I bring an Off ring to all Natures Lord. 


Angels. 
And we the Regents of the Spheres, thus low 


Before Mankind's illuſtrious Saviour bow, 
Aſtoniſh'd, in an Infant's Form we ſee, 

Diſguis'd th ineffable Divinity, 

 Whoarm'd with Thunder, on the Fields of Light 
Ofercame the potent Seraphims in Fight. 

Thus humbled— O unbounded Force of Love 
Subdu d by that from all the Joys above, 

Thou cam ſt the wretched Life of Man to prove. 
And thus our ruin'd Numbers will ſupply, 

And fill the Deſolations of the Sky. 


Para- 
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2 on Rev. Chap. I. from 
13. to V. 18. By a Toung 
Lady. = 


I. 
Ho could and yet outlive th amazing Sight? 


O who could ſtand the Streſs of fo much 
| ( Light! 

Amidſt the tea] Lamps the Viſion ſtood, 
Form'd like a * with all the Awe and Luſtre 
of 42 God. 


ht 


II. 
A kingly Veſture cloath d him to the Ground, 
And radiant Gold his Sacred Breaſts ſurround, 
But all too thin the Deity toſhrow'd ; 


For Heav'ply Rays expreſly ſhone thro the unable 
(Cloud. 


III. 


III. 

His Head, his awful Head, was grac'd with Hair 
As Soft as Snow, as melted Silver Fair, 
And from his Eyes ſuch active Glories flow, 


The conſcious Seraphs well might vail their dim- 
( mer Faces too. 


6 IV. & 

| His Feet were ſtrong, and dreadful as his Port, 
Worthy the godlike Formthey did ſupport ; - 
His Voice reſembled the Majeſtick Fall 


Of mighty Waves: Twas Awful; Great, Divine, 
( and Solemn, all 


; V. | : 
His pow'rful Hand a Starry Scepter held, 


His Mouth a threatning two-edg'd Sword: did 
(Wield, 


" "Us Face ſo wondrous, ſo divinel y Fair, 


As all the glorious Lights above had been con- 
| ( tracted there. 


VI. 


1 
0. 


d 
, 
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VI. 
And now my fainting Spirits ſtrove invain 
The uncorrected Splendor to ſuſtain : 
Unable longer ſuch bright Rays to meet, 


I dy'd beneath the pond rous Load at the great 
( Viſion's Feet, 


VII. | 
But he that doth the Springs of Life contain 
Breath d back my Soul, and bid me live again, 
And thus began— ( but Oh with ſuch an Air 


As nothing but a Power Divine had er made mie 
( live to hear, 


VIII. 
4 From an unviewable Eternity 


I was, I am, and muſt for ever be: 
Once Dead, but now an endleſs Life I gain, 
And over Death and Hell Triumphant reign. 
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A. Pindarick Ode on the Paſſion of 
our Saviour. By Mr. Norris. 


J. 
1 AY bold, licentious, Muſe, 
What noble Subject wilt thou chuſe? 
Of whatgreat Hero, of what mighty Thing, 
Wilt thou in boundleſs Numbers fing ? 
Sing th* unfathom d Depths of Love, 
For who the Wonders done by Love can tell, 
By Love, which is it ſelf all Miracle? 
Here in vaſt endleſs Circles may ſt thou rove, 
And like the travelling Planet of the Day, 
In an Orb unbounded Stray : 
Sing the great Miracle of Love Divine, 
Great be thy Genius, ſparkling every Line; 
Love's greateſt Myſteries rehearſe, 
Greater than that | 
Which on the teeming Chaos brooding ſate, 
And 
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And hatch'd with kindly Heat the Univerſe. 
How God in Mercy choſe to die,. 
| To reſcue Man from Miſery ; 

Man, not his Creature only, but his Enemy. 


IL 

Lo in Gethſemane I ſee him proſtrate lye 

Pre(sd with the Weight of his great Agony; 

The common Sluces of his Eyes, | 
To vent his mighty Paſſion won't ſuffices 

His tortur'd Body weeps all o'er, 
And out of every Pore 
Buds forth a precious Gem of purple Gore : 
How ſtrange the Power of AfliQion's Rod, 
When in the Hand of an incenſed God! 

Like the commanding Wand, 

In Moſes Hand, 
It works a Miracle, and turns the Flood 

Of Tears into a Sea of Blood. 
See with what Pomp Sorrow does now appear, 
How proud ſhe is of being ſeated here 


She 
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$he never wore 
So Rich a Dye before. 
Long was he willing to decline 
Th Encounter of the Wrath Divine; 


22.34 
Thrice he ſent for his Releaſe, 
Pathetick Embaſſies of Peace; 
Atlength his Courage overcame his Doubt, 


Reſolv'd he was, and ſo the _ Flag pen 
Out 


| HI. 
And now the Tragick Scene's diſplay d, 
| Where drawn in full Battalia are laid 
Before his Eyes 
That numerous Hoſt of Miſeries 
He muſt withſtand, that Map of Woe 
Which he muſt undergo: 
That heavy Wine-preſs muſt by him be trod, 
The whole Artillery of God. 
He ſaw that Face whoſe very Sight 


Chears Angels with its Beatifick Light, 


& 
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ng 
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Contracted now into a dreadful Frow u, 
All cloath'd with Thunder, big with Beati, 
And Showers of hot 8 bi G 
Which ſhortiy muſt be pour d down: 
He ſaw a black and diſmal Scroul | 
Of Sins pal preſent, and to > come, _ 0 | 
' VVith their intollerable Doom; 3 En | 5 . 
VVhich would the more oppreſs h his ſpotleſs Soul, 
As th Elements a are weighty prov d, 
VVhen | from their native Station they re 8 4. 


He ſaw che foul Ingratitade e of thoſe tes} 


Ll * ry 
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VVho would the Laboursof þ his Loye of rs, Nor 
And reap no Renefir by all his ; Agonies, 


p * 
a 4 > 
tithe ft i 117 6 ＋ 
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He ſaw . 
And as he faw to ayer he began, " 


And almoſt to repent of His great lex. A or 


o el: : Uitboo ell 

110 * 711. 51 218 _ * 1 * 

When lo! a Heaxenſy Form, all Bright od 
PEP Ao ei (Fair, 


S$wifter than Thought ſudt thro” th endighth' d Air; 


211qlnit un Tai Won nf, 
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He who ſits next th Imperial Throne, 
And reads the Counſels of the great Three-One, 
Who in Eternity's myſterious Glaſs 


Saw both what is, what was, and what muſt come 
( to paſs; 


He came with Reverznce Profound, 
is his proſtrate Maker from the Ground, 
Wip d off the bloody Sweat, 
With which his Face and Garments too were Wet, 
And comforted his dark benighted Mind 


ou 355: 


| With Sovereign Cordials of Light refin' d. 
Tbis done, with ſoft Addreſſ.s he began Wy 
To fortifie his Kind Deſig ns for Man, 
Unſeal'd to him the oel of God's ecrer, 
And ſhew'd him what tauſthe : 
Alledg'd the Truth of Prophecies, | = 


= 7 


Of Figures, Types and Myſteries : 1 
How Needful 'twas thus to ſupply 


Wich humane Race ay Rains of the Sky: 
| How this would new Acbelnon bring 


 Taghe:Grleſtial O n ,,.. 1... 
Aol how withal it would ;nſpire 
ot |. 2 | New 


. 
- 


And rais 


} 


New Matter for the Praiſe of the great King : 
How he ſhould ſee the Travail of his Soul, and 
Thoſe Suffering which b had fo good Sycces : ; 


fy 
10 


How great the Triumphs of his e 


How gloriops his Aſcent would be : 
What weighty Bliſs i in Heaven. he mand * 
By a few Hours of Pain, (3 416171 bu 
Where to Eternal Ages be ſhould reign. 
He ſpake . conſirm d in 8 on e Champion ſtood, 
A Spirit Divine 17 29 2rÞbrov/ 
Thro' the thick n clad mine 
All over Powerful he was, alf ber OO“ 
Pleas d with his fucceſsfill Fligt. 
The officious Angel poſtsaway, ou v/5028 og 
Tothe/bright Regions of Eternal Day, 
Departing in a Track of Light: ei EW n 
In haſte for News the heavenly People ran 


And joy Arche fo hopeful State of May. / 
Ame 1 cow A hlod Tech tier Hol 3008 
(14-01 Us til deere 82 


52 Dahn Ahe dd oed. 
228i ng 20310 sis 203 at 1991604 925 v4, 
brs . Ino ꝛid 10 li red 32 bluod) 2: 
eo And nov that ry prodigious Hour, 


2 2 9 0 Jie iso ld 
When Bet müll Sd 82  Hamane F Power, 
f i fo ar qu, 11:1 i 9711 11 18 24} 

u 


Th unerting 6K A Fate has Hrücl 
FWI Head bel 86H Ito FIlHs — 
And ſtrait th' Infernat'Pbwrers ti Ap pointed Sig- 
Hor bloon} 21 e- Kal to 
beo Openthe Scrngomy Muſ, und fee, 1 
Wonders of Impudence and Vilany:: - 
How, Wicked Mercenary Hands 
Dare tg Javacs-him whom they ſhould Adore z 
Wich Swords eee round he 


ſtands, 


Who knew no oof Gir Than AR fe ve * 
:{£U lems: lo encigo A em belbect 


once with his p6#&@f4dl Brebeb he did rep! 
Thefude Afſaults: of Hell; e217 10t 511d o) 
Ai bf higDixinjey! G 07 £304 b0/ 

Shot forth with that bold Anſwer, I am he. 
They Reel, and Stagger, and Fall to the Ground, 
For God was in the Sound. | 


The 
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The Voice of God was onet again 4 A 
Walking in the Gardem heard, 4 oil T 
And once again was by the Guilty Hearers feat d. 
ns, ſeiz'd . Ry 
ON 516 eme! Vein. 
This line vieory b be wt, im, 
Shew'd what he, could, have done. 
But he, to, whom, a5 Chick was given, |, 1 
The. whole Militia of Beayen,|,,,1 1 
That Mighty he 
Declines all Guards fax.his Defence; ., 
But that of, ee 219) 
And quietly gives up his Liberty., we 
He's ſeir d on by the Mil tary Bands, 
With Cords they, | hind his Sacred, 8 


But Ah how weak! Mhat Nathings would they 
Wa * (prove! 


Were he not held by ſtrönget hes öt Lobe? 


m7 1021094 bur ah £79 NOM 
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Once 1 8 my Seatied Mule ay Pls try, 
And reach the top of Calvary. 
E 3 A 


A ſteep Aſcent! But moſt to him who bore 

The Burthen of a Croſs this Way before. 

on Croſs aſcends, there's ſomething in it ſure 

That Moral is and Myſtical ; 

60 heights of Fortune are from thee ſecure, 

Afflictions ſometimes Climb as vel as Fall.) 

Here Breathe a while and view 

The dolefullſt Picture Sorrow ever drew, 
The Lord of Life; Heavens Darling Son, 
The Great, th' Almighty One,” | 

With out- ſtretch'd Arms Nail'd to a curſed Tree, 


Crown'd with ſharp mo cover'd ys Infamy. 
He who before & 


So many Miracles wa doue, 
The Lives of others to reſtore, 
Does with a greater lofe his own. 
Full Three long Hours he did ſuſtain 
Moſt exquiſite and poignant Pain. 


80 long the ſimpathizing Sun his light withdrew, 
And N how the Stars their (220 a Lord 


* 
e | ' 217 
* 10¹ 


3 VII. 


Am 


Dirine Hymns aud Poems, 55 
ä VII. 

This ſtrange Defe& of Light 
Does all the Sages in Aſtronomy ffrighit 
With Fears of an Eternal Night : 

Th' Intelligences in their Courſes ſtray, 

And Travellers below miſtake their Way, 
Wondring to be Benighted in the midſt of Day: 
Each Mind is ſeiz'd with Horror and Deſpair, 
And more o erſpread with Darkneſs than the Air. 

Fear on, tis Wondrous all and new, 

Tis what paſt Ages never knew z 

Fear on, but yet you'll find 

The great Eclipſe is ſtill behind ; 

The Luſtre of the Face Divine 
Does on the mighty Sufferer no longer Shine ny, 

cod Hides his Glories from his Sight © 

With a thick Screen made of Hells groſſeſt Night; 
Cloſe wrought it was, and ſolid all, 


Compacted, and ſubſtantial, ine 667 
— to th Beatifick Lights We 
E 4 | 


: 
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VVithout Complaint he bore 

The Tortures he endur'd before; 
But now no longer able to contain 
Under the great Hyperbole of Pain, 1 
He Mourns, and with a ſtrong Pathetick Cry, 
Laments the ſad Deſertion of the Deity. 

Here ſtop, my Muſe, ſtop and admire, 
The Breather of all Life does now expire. 
His milder Father Summons him away, 
His Breath obediently he does reſign; 
Angels to Paradice his Soul convey, 


And Calm the belies of his Grief with Hymns 
( Divine. 


8 „ 
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Fes o on Heaven, By an unknown 


Zusi“ e ae, 
1 8 1 ; 


8 


'L - 
Ail Sacred Saus, plac xd on High ! 


FgSeat of the mighty King, 
od Y 5 OL 
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VVhat Thot can graſp thy boundleſs Bliſs ? 
VVhat Tongue thy Glories Sing? 


, 
* 


* 
Thy cryſtal Towers and Palaces 
Magnificently riſe, 
And Dart their beauteous Luſter round 
The Empirean Skies. 


8 
The Voice of Triumph in thy Streets, 
And Acclamations, ſound :* 
Gay Banquets in thy ſplendid Courts, 
And Nuptial Joys, abound. 


| Neun 
Bright Smiles on ev'ry Face appear, 
Rapture in ev'ry Eyes 
From ev'ry Mouth glad Anthems flow, 
And charming Harmony. 
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Illuſtrious Day for ever there, 
Streams from the Face Divine: 
No palc-facd Moon cer glimmers forth, 
Nor Stars, nor Sun, decline. 


Vis.:.i'6 
No ſearching Heats, no piercing Colds, 
The changing Seaſons bring, 
But o'er the Fields mild Breezes there 
Breathe an Eternal Spring. 
VII. 
The Flow'rs with laſting Beauty ſhine, 
And deck the ſmiling Ground, 
While flowing Streams of Pleaſure all 


The happy Plains ſurround, | 
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"ER: F 


* 
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Come, my Beloved, let us go fo forth i in- 
to the Fields, bet us lodge in the 
V. _ ky 7. 11. L þ 


ä I. 

TJ Object of my higheſt Bliſs, 
And of my deareſt Love, 

Come let us from this tireſome World 


And all its Cares remove. 


II. 
Among the murm ring cryſtal Streams, 
The Groves, and flow'ry Fields, 
Let's try the Calm and Silent Joys 
That bleſt Retirement yields. 


| | | KI 
There, far from all the buſi ie World, | 
To thee alone n Live, TOY 


i LEE, And 
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And taſte more Pleaſure in thy Smiles 
Than all things elſe can give. ” 


ITY . 


IV. 
, pure Deſires, and holy Vous, | \ 
Shall Centre all in thee, | 
While ev'ry Hour to Sacred Love K 
Shall conſecrated be. 72 


HYMN. 2 


Ir 


. r 
Efore the roſie Dawn of Day 


To thee, my God, I'll Sing, | 
Awake my ſoft and tuneful Lyre, B A 
Awake each charming String. 


Be 


1 
Awake, and let thy flowing Strain 
Glide through the ee Air, 
bk While 
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While high amid'ſt her ſilent Orb | 
The filver Moon rouls clear. 


4% 


| III. 
While all the glittering Starry Lamps 

Are lighted in the , 
And ſet their Maker's Greatneſs forth 

To thy admiring Eye. 

on woe WR 

While watchful Angels round the Tue: 7 de 

As nightly Guardians wait, | : 
n lofty Strains of grateful Praiſe 

Thy Spirit elevate. 


Awake my ſoft and tuneful Lyre. 
Anke ech charming Sts. 

before the roſie Dawn of Day 

o thee, my God, 1'll Sing. 


* 


. 


VI. 


1 ,” 
<a 
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VI. 
Thou round the Heav'oly Arch doſt draw 
A dark and ſable Vail, 
And all the Beauties of the World 
From mortal Eyes conceal. 


VII. 
Agen the Sky with golden Beams 
Thy skilful Hands adorn, 
And Paint with chearful Splendor gay 
The fair aſcending Morn. 


vil. | 
And as the gloomy Night returns, | 
Or ſmiling Day renews, 
Thy conſtant Goodnels ſtill my Soul 
8 With Benefits . 


T_T” * > +4; Rt — 
. * * > * — 1 
* * S 2 . 3 * 
Y A - 
1 
k 


u ehh, . fr 
or this Tl) Midnight Vows to thee- - 
With early Incenſe bring, 

And e'er the roſie Dawn of Day: i 3 
Thy lofty Praiſes Sing. 


44 


— — 
. 
22 on 20 "oa 21. 7 5 4 
Rs 
V thou ben knoweſt all, 1 
i 
and that 1 ſet] no 1401 vp above thee, 
To thy unerring Cenſure I appeal, | 


f , 


And thou that knowelt all things ſure can lt tell; 
| love thee more than Life or Intereſt z : 


Nor haſt thou any Rival i in my Breſt: 

| love thee ſo that [ could calmly bear 
{ſhe Mocks of Pack! and bleb wy happy Ear. 

Might I from thee but one kind Whiſper hear: 


I love 


: - * * 
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Fi 


64 Divine Hymns und Poems, 

I love thee ſo that for a Smile of thine, 

Might this and all the brighter Worlds be mine 
I wou'd not pauſe,” but with a noble Scorn, 
At the unequal, lighted, Offer Spurn; 

Yes, I to Fools theſe Trifles can reſign, 

Nor envy them the World; whilſt thou art mine 
I love thee as my Centre, and can find 

No Point beſides to- ſtay -my-donbrfat Mind; 
Potent and uncontroul'd its Motions were, 
Till f di in thee its only We Sphere? 
Urg d with a Thotifind ſpecious Baits I ſtood, 


Diſpleas'd and Sighing for ſome diſtant Good 
To calm its genuine Dictates . but betwixt 1 
Them all remain d Suſpended, and Unfixt, . 


18111 


I love thee ſo tis more than | Death t to be "oo 


220 


My Life, my Love, my All, depriy' d of thee ; 


"BW C2! 14 13 401 13 2 


Tis Hell, tis Horror, Shades and Parkneſz, 7 


4 


Till thou unvail ſt thy Heav' 'oly | F ace agen: 
Ilove thee ſo rd kis the Dart hoy 1d free "IM 
; | O TIE 

ky flute ring Foul, i ſend i be up to thee. „ i: 


* — 


- * „ 
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gi, 


Oe thoſe vaſt Rays, th' Eternal Sun, does ſpread ! 
Ew F | Gou'd 
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O wou'dſt thou break her Chain, with what De- 
(light 


She d ſpread her Wings, and bid the World good 
(Night! 


Scarce for my bright Conductors wou'd I ſtay, 
But lead thy flaming Miniſters the Way, 
In their known Paſſage to Eternal Day. 


And yet the Climes of Light wou'd ſcarce ſeem 
(Fair, 


Unleſs I met my bright Redeemer there, 
Unleſs I there could view his charming Face, 


And cope all Heaven in his dear Embrace. 


Sh ”. — —_ _ 


The Wiſh. By a young Lady. 
7 Ou'd ſome kind Viſion repreſent to me 
Ho Bright thy Streets, Celeſtial Salem 


1 | ( be, 


d trace thy ſhining pearlly Paths, and tell 
How bleſt are thoſe that in thy Temple dwell. 


How much more Bright than cer proud Phebus 
( ſhed 
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Cou'd I the Faireſt of Fen Thouſand view, 
Wou'd Angels me their Admiration ſhew, 


1 tell the Virgin's, tell em oer agen, 
How Fair he lookt, to the black Sons of Men: 
Might I (but Ah, while clogg d with ſinful Fleſh 
In Vain I breathe out the impatient Wiſh ) 

But have a Glimpſe of thoſe Fair Fields above, 
Where dreſt in Beams the ſhining Saints do move, 
More Gay than all the fancy'd Shades of Love : 
Where thetrae Sun of Glory ner declines, 


But with unclouded Vigour always ſbines : 
Where endleſs Smiles celeſtial Faces wear, 


7 


No Eye eclips'd with a rebellious Tear, 
For Grief is an unheard-of Stranger there, 
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Dialogue between the F. alen 
Angels and a Humane Spirit juſt 
entred into the other Worl d. By 


an unknown Hand, 


Human Spirit: 
| Ong ſtruggling in the Agonicsof Death, 
L With Hotror I reſign'd my mortal Breath; 

ith Horror long the Fatal Gulph I view'd, _ 
ind ſhivering on its utmoſt Edges ſtood , | 
Till forc'd to take th' inevitable Leap, 
hurry'd Headlong down the gloomy Steep: 
nd here of every Hope bereft, I find 
y ſelf a naked, an unbody d, Mind, 
ylovd, my fond, officious, Friends in vairi 
y Fleeting Soul endeavour'd to retain z 
vain its blooming Manſion did invite, 
randeur; and Wealth, and Love, and ſoft De- 
F 2 _ VVith. 
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With tempting Calls in vain its Flight would ſtay 
When forc'd by the ſevere Decree away. 
'Tis paſt— and all like a thin Viſion gone, 
For which I have my wretched Soul undone, 
And wandring on this dark deteſted Shore, | 
My Eyes ſhall view the upper Light no more. 


3 | 
Fallen Angels. | 
[ 


Then welcome to the Regions of Deſpair, 
Thy Ruin coſt us much Deſign and Care, 
And thou hadſt ſcap d but for one happy Snare, 
And in the bliſsful Skies ſupply'd the Place p 
Of ſome fall'n Spirit of our nobler Race; f 
Thou cou'dſt the Thirſt of Wine or Wealth 

( controul, 
And no malicious Sin has ſtain'd thy Soul, ; 
- But for the Joys of one forbidden Love I 
Haſt loſt the boundleſs Extaſies above. * 
Humane Spirit. 

And all was freely, freely all was loſt; 4 
How Dear has one ſhort Dream of Pleaſure coſt ! 4 


But 


But yet chis Fatal, this Enchanting, Dream 
I ſhould perhaps to Heaven it (elf eſteem, 
Were it as permanent: But Ah! Tis gone, 
And I a Wretch abandon d and undone; 
Of God, of every ſmiling Hope, am left, 
And all my Dear Delights on Earth bereſt, 
While here for gilded Roofs, and painted Bowers, 
For pleaſant Walks, and Beds of fragrant Flowers, 
ind polluted Dens, and pitchy Streams, 
And burning Paths with Beds of raging Flames; 
Inſtead of Muſicks Sweet inſpiring Sound, 
Repeated Yells, and endleſs Groans, go round; 
And tor the lovely Faces of my Friends, 
meet the Ghaſtly Viſlages of Fiends. 
A Thouſand nameleſs Terrors are behind, 
Deſpair, Confuſion, Fury, ſeize my Mind: 
But will my Griefs no happy Period find? 
Fallen Angels. | 
Count all the twinkling Glories of the Sky, | 
Count all the Drops that in the Ocean lye, 


F Of all the Earthy Globe the Atoms count, 


But 


Eternal Years thy Numbers ſtill ſurmount. 
| F 3 Million 


— 
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ä Millions of tedious ling ring Ages gone, 
Thy Miſery, thy Hell, is but begun. 

As fix d, as permanent, thy Bliſs had been, 
But for one Darling, one Beloved, Sin; 
Cold to the Baits of any other Vice 
Beauty alone conld thy fond Thonghts entice 
By this, or all our Stratagems had fail'd, 

By this we o er thy temp rate Youth prevail d. 
Poor ſottifh Soul Below our Envy now, 
For what a wind didf won a Heaven 77 


Humane Spirit. 
Oh tell me not from what fair Hopes 1 fell, . 
Juſt miſſing Heaven but aggravates my Hell. 


Fallen Angels. 


Thou know not ne thou ſt loſt, but we — 
„ 


The Glories of that ü Place can tell. 
There endleſs Heights of Extaſie they prove, 
There's laſting Beauty and Immortal Love; 


6, 4 
$ * . 4.* - 
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Thers 


There flowing Pleaſures in full Torrents roul, 


For Pleaſures form'd this Loſs 1 


Humane Spirit. 3 
With howmuiehietuel Art you aggravnte LS 
My Miſeries intolerable Weight. 


Fallen Angels. 
Our Envy once, thou're now become our Scorn 
In Vain for thee the Son of God was Born; 
That mighty Favour, that peculiar Grace; 
Too Glorious for the fall'n Angelick Race, 


3 


Serves only to exaſperate thy Doom, 
And give th infernal Shades a darker Gloom. 


Humane Spirit. 
Oh that's the wounding Circumſtance of all, 
To lower Depths of Woe I cannot fall; 

Ye curſt Tormentors now your Rage is ſpent, 
Your Fury can no further Hell invent 3 | 


bt A 


/ 
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A Saviour's Title, a Redeemer's Blood, 
Their VVorth till now I little underſtood. 


— — — — — — — - 


Hymn. By Mr. Bowden. 


| E 
Rom Earth's dull Joys, and ſenſleſs Mirth, 
O come my Soul in haſt retire, 
Aſſume the Grandeur of thy Birth, 
And to thy native Heav'n aſpire, 


Mc: is; 
Here's Nought Alas ] deſerves delay, 
Nought that can bribe thy ſwift remove, 
No ſolid Ground thy Hopes to ſtay, 
Nor worthy Object of thy Love. 


1 m. 
Irs Mines can nę er thy Treas ry fill, 
Nor Fountains cool thy ſcorching Rage, 


* _, 5 ky 
\ 
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Its ſcanty Feaſts thy Hunger kill, 
Nor all its Seas thy Thirſt aſſwage. 


IV. 
Tis Heav'n alone can make thee bleſt, 
Can ev'ry Wiſh and Want ſupply, 
Thy Joy, thy Crown, thy endleſs Reſt, 
Are all above the lofty Sky. 


W 100 
There pureſt Streams of Pleaſure flow, 
There Wiſdom's Sacred Springs ariſe, 
There, there, the Tree of Life does grow, 
Which flouriſh'd once in Paradice. 


VI. 
O there immortal Glories ſtray, 
Immortal Songs of Praiſe reſound, AN 
Immortal Robes the Saints array, 
And with immortal Youth they're crown'd. 
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There dwells the Sovereign Lord of all, 
The God that num'rons World's adore, 
With whom is Bliſs that nel er does pall, 
And Joys which laſt for evermorc. 


VIII. 
No longer then delay thy Flight, 
But mount, O mount, with eager Wing! 
The joyful Stars thy Way will light, 
The joyful Angels round thee ſing. 


I. 
O thee, Dear God, with eager Haſte 
My panting Soul does move ; 
To thee: the, Fountain of my Life, | 
And Object of my Love. 
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II. N 
Long have I rang d the Maze of Sin, 
Long ſpent my ſelf in vain, 
Too long been fond of falfe Delights, 
And ſported with my Chain. 


III. | 
Ye Dreams and Shadows now farewel, 
Farewel each gilded Toy, 
A nobler Proſpect chears my Sight, 
I taſte a nobler Joy. 


welcome dear Virtue to my Soul, & 


How Sweet thy Practice is! 
Ten Thouſand Pleaſures croud thy vvay, 
Thy End's Eternal Bliſs. 


V. 
Ys Sacred Paths III ſwiftly run, 
And climb from Grace to Grace, 
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Till on bleſt Zions lofty Mount 
I view my Saviour's Face. 
| VI. 
This, Lord; my Solemn Purpoſe is, 
O may thy Aid conſpire, 
Tocrown my Labour with Succeſs, 
And fill my vaſt Deſire. | 


4 _ FOE _ 
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e be Second Plalm Paraphrard, By 
Sir Richard Blackmore. 


WW: means this mighty Uproar ? VVhence 
_ ( ariſe 


This great Commotion, theſe tumultuqus Cries ? 
VVhat has alarm'd the Nations > What Offence 
Does all the Jealous States around incenſe ? 
VVhat does the Heathen Fire with ſo much Rage 
What Jacob's Sons in ſuch Deſigns engage 
As they can ne er effect? Or if they do, 
They'll miſs the End they furiouſly purſue. 


Infa- 
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Infatuated Men ! you'll ſure repent E 
Your raſh Attempts, too late the ſad Event 


Will ſhew your Projects vain, your Malice im- 
( potent. 
Confed'rate Princes wicked Friendſhip make, 


And in their Anger deſp'rate Counſels take 
Againſt their great Creator and his Son, 


And hope the Lord's Anointed todethrone. 

Let us, ſay they, aſſert our Liberty, 

And keep our Kingdoms from Oppreſſion Free, 
We'll ne'er agree to vindicate the Cauſe 

Of this new King, nor e%er obey his Laws. 
Th' Almighty ſets his Fav'rite up in vain, | 
We'll ne'er conſent to this Uſurper's Reign, 


We his proud Yoak will never tamely bear, 
Zut will his ſervile Chains aſunder tear. 


But the Great God, who ſits enthron d on high 
Above the Starry Convex of the Sky, 
Inſultingly will mock their fooliſh Pride, 
Laugh at their Threats, and their vain Plots de- 
(tie 
2 Y 
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In fiery Indignation he ſhall paſs 

Adreadful Sentence on this impious Race. 
The Marks of high Diſpleaſure he ſhall ſhew, 
And pour Deſtruction on th' audacious Foe. | 


Thus from his Throne Sublime th' Eternal 
( ſpoke, 


And with his 20 ful Voice the Frame of Nature 
( ſhook; 


In Spite of all the Princes that combine, 

Or to retard or fruſtrate my Deſign, 

On Zions Hill my Favourite Vil enthrone, 
And fix upon his Head th' Imperial Crown. 
= Submiſlive States his Empire ſhall obey, 

| | And at his Footſtool Kings their Scepters lay. 
| Heſhall Tyrannick Cruelty correct, 

And tenderly his Subjects Rights protedt. 

He ſhall aſſert Divine Religious Cauſe, 
Heav?*as Sacred Intefeſt manage with Applauſe, | 
And rule the VVorld with juſt and equal Laws; - 
To execute his high, important, Charge, 
My Viceroy I inveſt with Pow r at large: 


Vaſi 
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Vaſt Power I give him, but I give him none 
But what is mixt with Mercy like my own. 
No other Pow'r but what is underſtood 
To be intended for his Subjects Good. 
His juſt and gentle Condu ſhall confeſs 
He ſecks his Glory in their Happineſs; 


I to the VVorld will publiſh my Decree 
That raiſes him to Regal Dignity. 
Thus ſaid the Lord,— let it this Day be known) 
Thou art my Begotten only Son, 


Thy high Deſcent let all the Nations own. 
Thou art entitul'd by thy Royal Birth 

To all the Realms and Nations of the Earth; 
Make thy Demand, and by my Grant Divine 
The Pagan States and Kingdoms fhall be thine; 
Ill ſubject all the ſpacious Tracts of Land 


From Pole to Pole to thy ſupream Command. 
Thou ſhalt of all the Regions be poſſeſt, 


From the Sun's rifing to the adverſe Weſt. 
Only the Limits which the World ſurround 
Thy univerſal Monarchy ſhall bound. 


amd 
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Arm'd with a Rod of Iton thou ſhalt reign 

O er proud Oppreſſors, and their Rage reſtrain. 
Thou ſhalt in Pieces daſh like Potters Clay 


Thy ſtubborn Foes who inſolently ſay, 

We'll ne er his Title own, nor his CO o- 
y 

Ye fooliſh Kings and Nan be Wiſe, 

And be inſtructed where your Safety lyes. 

The Son of God with Acclamations meet, 

And Proſtrate lye adoring at his Feet. 

Bow down your Necks to take his gentle Yoak, 

Leſt your Neglect his Fury ſhou'd provoke: 

If you refuſe this Monarch to obey, 

Be ſure you'll periſh in your wicked Way. 

For if his Wrath ſo dreadful does appear, 

When ſcarcely kindled, what have you to fear, 

Who by your deſp'rate Provocations raiſe 

The Spark to Flames, and mike his Fury blaze? 

No longer your Subjection then delay, 

The ſafe and happy Men are only they 


Whoas their Refuge and ſecure Defence 
Repoſe in him their Truſt and Confidence; 


The 


Divine Hymns and Prems, 81 


The CXLVIIL Pſalm Paraphras d 
By the ſame Hand. 


E Bright Immortal Colonies, 


That . all the Regions of the 
_ (Skies 


That in your bliſsful Seats above 
Inhabit Glory, dwell in Light and Love; 
Ye mighty Gen'rals, who command 
Th' Almighty's Hoſt, ye Miniſters that ſtand 
In his bleſt Preſence to receive | 
What Orders he is pleas d togive 3 
Ye Guards and Houſhold Servants wh » reſort 
To pay Attendance at his Court ; | 
Ye Saints and Seraphs wha aſtoniſh'd (ee 
His Greatneſs, and Eſſential Majeſty; 
Tune your Celeſtial Harps, and ſing 
The Triumphs of th Eternal King; 
o 
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All ye his Heav'aly Hoſts applaud 


In long: continu d s Shouts your Wonder-working 


(God; 

Ye Sun, and Moon, and Stars, that grace the 
* \ he. oe. f 4 

YET \- 4% * xs 7 1 SA» "ONight, 


Praiſc him the unexhauſted Spring of Laght, | 
Whence your dependant Influente ſtreams, 


Whence you derive your delegated Beams 
Exalthis Name, and ſpread his Praiſe, 7 
As er as you diffuſe your Rays. 
Let all the glorious Wortds above _ 


In this Celeſtial Harmony; mold id 
And in the dancing,” ecchoing, Spheres — 


Reveth&rate the Joy, 'and propagate the Sound. 


#24 \ 4 9 
1 ) * 
. 1 & y # - Þ 5 4 7 9 " * 


Ye thin tranſparent Regions of the Air, 
Ant dr ye flying Nations there 


With one melodious Voite th _— Praiſe 
Fino e (declare. 


27 tris at en - | \ 
Loet Tempeſis Wich their ſtormy Noiſe, 
And thunder with, its roaring Yo: + 


0 (God 
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(Gods on Artillery) proclaim „ mid Rand 
Thro' all. the liſtning World ch Eternal s Fame. 
From ev ij Quarter all ye Winds ariſe, +1 7 
On whoſe ſwift Wings th Almighty, flies, 
When he hisProgreſs makes into th' inferior Skies, 


Blow all your Blaſts, and all your 0 | 
bag: e # 4 P10) 
In loud Applauſes, and in Songs of y. 1 


| 


em- 


Ye vapours that by Gods Command Ariſe,” © 
To fill Heav'ns Magazines with freſh Supplies, 
And for the Meteors new Materials bring. 
As you afcend th' Ecernal's Praiſes Sing. 

Ye Clouds that by purſuing Winds are driv'n, | 
Pour with your Rain your Praiſes forth, 
Let theſe aſcend as High as Heav'n, 

While that deſcends to bleſs the Earth. "IF 
gr o ne vor”: ee leo 
Praiſe the Divine Artic er 
Ye Lightnings, which his Hands prepare,:'” 
And all. ye curious Fireworks of the Aity: 117 


; „Line 11011009 ni ein <nerdas n 
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Praiſe him ye other Meteors of the Sky, 

Ye Hailſtones, Miſts, and woolly Snow, 
The Manufactures which he works on high 
For Nature 5 Service here below. 


I desen mighty vain Lark, 

Be by theDeep and all the Floods ador'd. | 

In Conſort let the Billows roar, 

9276 And make his Praiſe rebound from Sboar to Shoar, 
The ſcaly People let them dance; 

kefore em let their Lords, the mighty Whale, 


advance. 


And High amidſt the Air on this great Day 


Let all the Water-works from their vaſt Noſtrils 
W ( play. 


| 
/ 
| 
{ 
0 
L 


And white the Deep, the Air, and Sky, 
Vocal become th' Almighty's Name to raiſe, 
( Let not the Earth ſtand Silent by, 
< Butjoin to celebrate his Praiſe. a 
le Dragons, Wolves, and all ye Savage Kind, 
On ecchoing Hills in Conſort join d, 
0 I) 5 Te 


CF. 
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To him your Adoration pay, as oF 
Whoſe Bounty in the Deſart finds you prey; 

Do you your Gratitude exprels, 


And make his Praiſes =_y thro” all the 'VVilder- 
| 1 ( neſs. 


Ye Pines and Cedars tune your ſelves to play 


Th' Almighty's Praiſes on this Solemn Day; 
And ſing ye Mountains, Hill, and Floods, 
To th' Inſtrumental Muſick of the Woods. 


Ye Kings, the King of Kings adore, 
And at his Feet your borrow'd Scepters lay, 
Applaud the Spring of all Imperial Pow'r, 
You're here but Subjects, and ſhou'd Homage pay. | 
Let Songs of Praiſe the Gratitude atteſt | 
Of Aged Men, long by his Favours belt; 
wo rapt'rons Zeal young Men and Maids in- 


(flame, 
To celebrate their Makers Fame; 
Let liſping Infants at his Praiſes aim 3 
Let all th' Eternal's Works conſpire 
N To execute this bleſt Deſign, 


Tc G3 1 
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To praiſe him let them all combine, 
And makæ the World one Univerſal . 
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7 * Hell in . 
15 7. Milton. Þy i an unknown 
1, nl. TT. 3 85 


I Len, ·o alachartadte 5 8 
Deſcend the dark, deteſted, Paths of Hell, 
1c Cuiphs of Execravion and Deſpair, / 
©: Fain, and Rage, and pure unmingled Woe ; 
The Realms of endleſs Death, and Seats of Night 
Uninterrupted Night, which fees no Dawn, 
ProdigiousDarkneſs!- Which receives no Light 
But from the ſickly Blaze of Sulph rous Flames, 
That caſt a Pale and Dead Reflection round, 
Dircloligg all the deſolate Abyſs, 
Dreadful beyond what humane The t can form, 
Bounded with circling Seas of liquid Fire. 


Aloft the blazing Billows eurl their Heads, 
And form a Roar along the direful Strand, 
iT 8. 8 While 


It, 


il 
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While ruddy Catza&tz,from on high.deſcend , . 
And urge the fizry Oceans ſtgrmy Rage. l 
Impending Horrors o'er the Region frown, 

And weighty Ruin threatens from on high; 
Incvitable Snares, and fatal Pits, J Dai & 
Gulphs of deep Perdition wait below 7,7. / 
Whence iſſue long, remedileſs, Complaints, Tr; 190" 
With endlefs Groans, and everlaſting Tells, 
Legions of ghaſtly Fiends, (prodigious Sight!) 
Fly all contus'd acroſs the fickly Air, 


And roaring horrid ſhake the vaſt Dent. 
Pale meager Spectres wander all around, 


And penſive Shades, and black deformed Ghoſts. 
With i impious Fury fom: aloud Blaſpheme, 

And wildly ſtaring upwards Curſe the Skies, 
While ſome, with gloomy Terror in their Looks, 
Trembling all over, downward caſt their Eyes, 
And tell in hollow Groans their deep Deſpair, 


convinced by Fatal Proofs, the when le 
Yields to the ſharp ee Evidence, 


1 
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And of an infinite Eternal Mind, 
At laſt the challeng'd Demonſtration meets. 


The Libertine his Folly here laments, 
His blind Extravagance, that made him fell 
 Unfading Bliſs, and everlaſting Crowns, 
Immortal Tranſports, and Celeſtial Feaſts, 
For the ſhort Pleaſure of a ſordid Sin, 
For one fleet Moments deſpicable Joy. 
Too late, all loſt, for ever loſt, he ſees 
The envy'd Saints triumphing from afar, 
And Angels basking in the Smiles of God. 
But Oh! That all was for a Trifle loſt 
Gives to his bleeding Soul perpetual Wounds. 


The wanton Beauty, whoſe bewitching Arts 
Has drawn Ten Thouſand wretched Souls to Hell, 
Depriv'd of ev'ry Blandiſhment and Charm, 

All black, and horrid, ſeeks the Darkeſt Shades 
To ſhun the Fury of revengeful Ghoſts, 
That with vindictive Curſes ſtill purſue a | 


The 
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The Author of their miſerable Fate, 


Who from the Paths of Life ſeduc'd their Souls, 
And led them down to theſe accurſt Abodes. | 


The Fool that ſold his Heav'n * gilded Clay, 
The Scorn of all the Damn'd, ev'n here laments 
His ſordid Heaps; which till to purchaſe, he 
A ſecond Time wou'd forfeit all above: 6 
Nor covets Fields of Light, nor Starry Wreaths, 
Nor Angels Songs, nor pure unmingled Bliſs, 
But for his darling Treaſures (till repines z 
Which from afar, to aggravate his Doom, 
He ſees ſome thoughtleſs Prodigal conſume. 


Beyond them all a miſerable Hell 
The execrable Perſecutor finds, 
No Spirit howls among the Shades below 


More Damn'd, more Fierce, nor more a Friend 
( than he 
Aloud he Heav'n and Holineſs blaſphemes, _ 
While all his Enmity to Good appears, 
His Enmity to Good 3) once fallly calrd 
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On high, beyond th' unpaſſable Abyſs, 
To aggravate his Righteous Doom, he views 
The bliſsful Realws, and there the Schiſmatic, 
| The Viſionary, the deluded Saint, 
By him ſo often hated, wrong'd and ſcorn'd, 
80 oſten curs'd and damn'd, and baniſh'd thence, 
He fees him there poſſeſt of all that Heav'n, 
Thoſe Glories, thoſe Immortal Joys, which he, 
The Orthodox, unerring Catholic, 
The mighty. Fav'rite, and Elect of God, 
With all bis milchievous, converting, Arts, 
Bis killing Charity, and burning Zeal, 
His Pg, and boaſted Faith, has loſt. 


On Heaven. By an unknown 


Hand. 


W. glorious things of thee, O glorious 
(Place! 


Shall my bold Mofe in daring Numbers ſpeak >. 


While to mmm N em lhre. wit 
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And warbling imitate Angelick Airs 3 
While extaſie bears up my Soul aloft, A 
And lively Faith gives me a diſtant Glimpſe 1 
Of Glories unreveal d to humane Eyes. | 1 


Ye ſtarry Manſions hail: My native Skies: 
Here in my Happy Pre-exiſtent State | 
(A ſpotlels Mind) I led the Lite of Gods. 

But paſſing, 1 ſalute you, and advance 


To yonder brighter Realms ailow'd Acceſs. 


Hail ſplendid City of th' Almighty King ! 
Celeſtial Salem Scituate above 
Magnificent thy Proſpe&, and Auguſt, 
Thy Walls Sublime, thy Tow'rs and Palaces 
Illuſtrious far, with orient Gems appear. 


There Regent Angels Crown'd with Stars com- 
(mand, 


High in the midſt, the awful Throne of God 
Aſcends the utmoſt Empirean Arch. 


The Heav'n of Heavens, were inconceiveleſs 
| (Light, 


* 
'y Such 
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Such as Infinity alone can prove, 

H' enjoys th extreameſt Bounds of Happineſs, 

And was in perfect Bleſſedneſs the ſame 

Eer any thing exiſted but himſelf; 

er Time, or Place, or Motion, had a Name; 

Before the Spheres begun their tuneful Round; 


Or through the Air the Sun had ſpread his 
( Beams; 


E'er at his Feet the flaming Serapbs bow'd, 

And caſt their ſbining Crowns before his Throne; 
Eer ſmiling Angels tun'd their golden Harps, 
Or Sung one Hallelujah to bis Praiſe, 

But mighty Love which mov'd him to create, 
Still moves him to communicate his Bliſs. 


O ſpeak you happy Spirits that ſurround 
His dazling Throne, for you alone can tell, 
For you alone thoſe Raptures can deſcribe, 
And ſtem th impetuous Floods of Joy that riſe 
Within your Breaſts, when all unvail'd you View 
The Wonders of the Beatifick Sight : 


When 
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When from the bright unclouded Face of God 


You drink full Draughts of Bliſh and endleſs 
(Love, 


And pl unge your ſelves in Life's Immortal Fount; 
The Spring of Joy which from. his darling 

Throne 
In endleſs Carrents ſmoothly glides away. r 
Thro all the verdant Fields of Paradice, 


Thro' balmy . where on their flowry 
( Banks, 


To mum Vwaters, and ſoft whiſp' ring 
ng 9 


Fair Spirits in melodious Conſort join, 
And ſweetly warble their Heroick Loves: 
For Love makes half their 'Heagn, and kindles 


oy 


New Flames and ardent Life in ev ry Breaſt 5 
VVhile active Pleaſure lightens i in their Eyes, 
And ſparkling Beauty ſhines on every Faces: 
Their ſpotleſs Minds, all pure and exquiſite, ---/ 15 
The nobleſt Heights of Love prepar d to Ad 
In everlaſting Sympathies unite, _ RN 
And melt in Side Joys rare way. 5 3656 
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| Fo el big: Shades, and pm weine Bow rs, 
VVhen dazled with th* unſuff rable Beams 

That iſue from tlie open Face of Gd. 
For Unbrage many a Seraphim reſorts : 

Nor longer here o'er their bright Faces claſp 


Their gorgeous VVings, which oped wide dif. 
(play 


34 More Radiance than adorns the chearful Sun, 
VVhen firſt he from the roſie Eaſt looks out: 
Gentle as Love, their Looks, ſerent* as Light, 


Blooming and Gay as everlaſting, Springs. 


io ante inne 
But Ohl VVhgn in che lofty bliGful Baw'rs, © 
VVirh Heav'nly Skill, to the harmonious Lyre, 


The n the ſweet, Mn aural Voice they 
2 ri (join, 


The Vales of Heavy -A rejoice, and;eochaing loud, 
Redouble evry charming Cloſe agen, 1 


VVhile trembling VVinds upon thleit fragrant 
| Ving 


£amve πνν 


Bear far the ſoft m:lodiousSoundsgmay, | 8 


ene 


The ſilver Streams their winding Journeys ſtay, 
of | Suſpend 


Suſpend their Murmurs, and attend the Song; 

The laughing Fields new Flow'rs and Verdure 
( wear, 

And all the Tres of Life bloom out afreſh. \' 1 

The numrousSuns which gild the Realms of Joy 


Dance in their lightſome Spheres, and brighter 
( Day, 

Thro all th* interminable ther Dart, 

While to the great unutterable Name 

All Glory they aſcribe in lofty Strain, 

In Strains expreſleſs by a Mortal Tongue. 

O happy Regions! O tranſporting Place! 

With what Regret I turn my loathing Eyes 

To yonder Earthly Globe, my dusky Seat; 

But, Ah, 1 muſt return, no trereallow'd © © 


To breathe the Fn, the loft, celeſtial, _ 4 
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— Amun 
Part of the Third Ch Cha bang, of Hab- 


bakkuk e By a * 
Lo. 


/ I. 
VW en God from Temas came, 
And Cloath d in Glory from Mount Parar ſhone, Il + 
D.ͤeſt in th unſufferable Flame 1 
| That hides his dazling Throne, 
His Glory ſoon Wk the once bright Titan's 
(Rays, 


And fird the trembling World with Terror and. 
(Amaze; 


Reſplendent Bearns did Crowh his awful Head, 
And ſhining Brightneſs all arodnd bim ſpread; 


Omnipotence he graſpt in his ſtrong Hand, 


Ana liſtning Death ſtood waiting on his dread II 
| ( Command: 


Waiting till his reſiſtleſs Dart he'd throw T, 
Devou'ring Coals beneath his Feet did glow: 
All 
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All Nature's Frame did quake beneath his Feet, 
And with his Hand he the vaſt Globe did mete; 
The frighted Nations ſcattered; ; £8 
And at his Sight the baſhful Mountains fled "I 
The everlaſting Hills their Founder's Voice 
( obey, 


And ſtoop their lofty Heads to make th Eternal 
( Way. 


The diſtant Ezhzops all Confuſion are, 


And Midians trembling Curtains cannot bide their, 
(Fear: 


When thy ſwift Chariots paſs'd the yietdiog Sea, 
Thy bluſhing Waves back in Amazement flee , 
Affrighted Jordan ſtops his flowing Urn, 


| W 4nd bids his forward Streams back to their Foun- 
; | ( taza turn. 
h 


z Il. 
Arnid with thy mighty Bow, 
Thou marched It out againſt thy daring Foe? 
And very terrible thou didſt appear 
To them, but thus thy darling People chear : 


l | H # Know 


* Know, Jacobs Sons, I am the God of Truth, 


* Your Father Zacob's God, nor can I break my 
Oath: 


The Mountains ſhook as our dread Lord ad- 
(vanc'd, 


And all the little Hills around them danc'd : 


* neighb'ring Streams their verdent Banks 
| ( o'erfloy, 


The Waters ſaw and trembled at the Sight, 
Back to their old Abyſs they go, 
And bear the News to everlaſting Night : 


The Mother Deep within her hollow Caverns 
( roars, 


| And beats the ſilent Shores 3 


The Sun above no longer dares to ſtrive, 


_ will his frighted Steeds their wonted Aae 
drive 


The Moon to ſee her Brother ſtop his Carr 
Grew pale and curb, her ſable Reins for Fear; 
Thy threatoing Arrows gild their flaming Way, 


And at the glitt ring of thy Spear the Heathen dares 
(not ſtay 


Thy very Sight does them ſubdue, 


And Arm d with Fury thou the vict ry doſt purſue 
A Ser 
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Seraphick Love. By 
een 


4 


4 
Hou Beauty's vaſt Abyſs, Abſtract of all 


My Tho'ts can lovely, great, or Splen- 
( did, call ; 


To thee in Heavy? nly Flames, and pure Deſires, 
. My raviſh'd Soul impatiently aſpires. 


1¹ 


II. 
fl With Admiration, Praiſe, and endleſs Love, 
we. Thou fill ſt the wide reſplendent Worlds above, 
And none can Rival, or with thee Compare, 
Of all the bright Intellige nces there. 


What Vapotrs then, what ſhortliv'd Glories be, WW | 
xſue The Faireſt Idols of our Sence to thee ? 4 
H 2 Before 


% 


100 Divine Hynins and Poems. 
Before the ſtreaming Splendor of thine Eye 
The langtid Beauties fall away and die. 


% 


| IV. 133 
Farewel then all you flat Delights of Senſe, 
I'm charm'd with a Sublimer Excellence, 
To whom all mortal Beauty's but a Ray, 
A ſcatter d Drop * his o e N Day. 


( 

1 | t 

How ſtrongly thou my panting Heart doſt more ! 
With all the Holy Extaſies of Love! ! L 
In theſe ſweet Flames et me expire, and ſee I 
Unveil'd the Brightneſs of thy hw Y 
V 

Oh let me Die, for there's no Earthly Bliſs : 
My Tho ts can ever reliſh after this; l 
No, deareſt Lord, there's nothing here below, 2 
Without thy Smiles, to pleaſe, or ſatisfie, me now: : 


' of The 


The Tranſlation my Elijah -H an 
1 unknown Hand. N 


8 1 to the ad PE Wt done, 


And laſt Adieus, the Reverend Seer goes on, 
Obedient as the Sacred Inſtin& guides, 
And now ad vanc d to Jordans verdent ſides; 
Elijah with his great Succeſſor ſtood, _ 
And gave a Signal to the paſſing Flood; 


Th oblequious Waters ſtay, for well they know 
What to his high Authority they owe, 


While VVaye on VVaye. with ſilent Awe crowds 
( back, 


To leave a clean, and ſpacious, fandy, Track. 


of l 1 LY — 


Elijah on with his Companion goes, 
Behind em ſoon the Cry ſtal Rid ges doe, 
No more revers d, the troubled Current flows. 
Then forward {till they went, EG High 
Of Heavenly Bliſs and Immortality, | _ 

H 3 | When 
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When from a Cloud breaks, (like the Purple 


: Dawn) 
50 steeds 2 riery Chariot drawn |! 

A glittering Convoy ſift as that deſcends, 

And in an Inſtant parts th embracing Friends ; 

To the bright Carr conduct the Man of God, 

And Mount agen the ſteep /Etherial Road. 

The paſſing Triumph lightens all the Air 

VVith ruddy Luſter than high Noon more Fair, 


And Paints the Clouds than Evening N more 
Gay, 


Thro' which with wondrous Speed they cut their 
(Way 


Now lofty Piles of Thunder, Hail, and Snow, 
Th' Artillery of Heaven, they have below ; 
Below the glimm' ring Moon's pale Regency 
They leave. and now more free aſcend the Sky, 
Breathing agen Immortal Air, nor here 
Reſent the preſſure of the Atmoſphere, | 

By Holy Extaſies and Flames intenſe, 
Here Purgd from all the Dregs of Mortal Senſe, 


With Heayenly Luſtre eminently Gay _ 
F wondring does himſelf Survey © 
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All ofer Surveys himſelf; and then the Skies, 
While new ftupendious Objects meet his Eyes. 

With his new Being pleas'dthus, the firſt Man | 

As juſt to Live, and Reaſon he began 

On Hills, and Valleys, Groves and Fountains, 

(Od, 


With Skies and Light thus Raviſh'd , thus 
(Amaz d. 


But now the utmoſt Firmament they cleave, 

And all the Starry VVorlds behind them leave. 
Hark, Angels Sing! Of Light appear new Streaks! 
Celeſtial Day with gawdy Splendour breaks 

On Heav'ns Rich Solid Azure now they tread 

The bliſsful Paths that to God's Preſence led, 
VVhile to the new Inhabitant all the Way 

Loud welcomes on their Harps his Guardians Play, 
A Thouſand joyful Spirits crowd to meet; 
The glorious Saint, and his Arrival gree. 


H 4 Poe 


104 Divine Hymns and Prems. 


. 


— — A. 
. — — 
—— —ʃ̃— 
o , * . 5 4 . » * * 2 — 7 . © 
9 4 : * 29 - 


Paraphraſe on the 29th Plalm. 


Y E mighty Princes, and ye Gods of Earth ! 


Who _ by rr as you 're Great by 
( Birth, 


Wich toni Imperial ſtrike a ks Awe 


In {a gon Slaves, to whom von Words are 
F824 : , ( Law 


Confeſs the Lord, the mighty Lord, to be 
In Pow'r unrivalld as in Majeſty. 


The Honours you receiye repay to him 
With double Rev'rence, as he's God Supream. 
Viſit the Temple bleſt by his Abode, 
But ſee the Glory, and you'll own the cod; 
*Twill warm your Breaſts with true 5 
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( on's Fire 


And a Ck Tho' ts ; with wondrous Words 
inſpire, 


And join your Praiſes to the Solemn Quire. 
The yielding Clouds obey bis pow'rtul Voice, 


And Earth and Ocean tremble at the Noile. 
Through 
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Through 8 Heav'ns his rowling Thunders 
| ( ſound, 

With what Majeſtick Dread and Horror crown'd! 

Nor Depth, nor ſtately Bulk, the Trees defend, 

At his Approach the ſhady Foreſts bend. 

Not Libarnns his ancient Pride can boaſt, 

His Honour's now in rude diſorder loſt, 

The ſhatter'd Branches from the Trunk are toſt. 


Nor ſunder'd long, an equal Fate they ſhare, 
Branches and Trees are whirl'd aloft in Air, 


Nor does the __— Shock the jealous Mo 
( tains ſpare. 


His forked Lightnings cut their ſhining Way, 


And with brisk Flaſhes thro the Clouds they play 
To vaſt wild threatning Deſarts too aar, 


With rapid Speed he ſends the ſtormy War; 
The ſtormy War whole Deſarts overthrows, 
Pleas d with the hideous Ruin on it goes, 

Till horrid Kadiſp (till more horrid ſnews. 
The helpleſs Hinds, thro' Terror and Surprize, 
Their doubtful labfrin ring Weight 7 1 | 


N 
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Bold Ravagers their wily Coverts bare, 


| Search their known Dens, and ſhake with conſci- 
| (cus Fear; 


But pious Worſhippers his Temple ſeek, 
And there ſegarely of his Glory ſpeak ʒ 

:Tis God, ſay they, 'tis God ſets King above, 
Him can the Mighty from his Throne remove 
'Tis he protects us from our bloody Foes, 
Thunder and Lightning are at his Diſpoſe ; 


Hell be our Strength, and to compleat the 
( Bliſs, 


/ Will grant the Bleſſings of a laſting Peace. 


Aa. — , 
1 
— — ————— — 
- 


A Dialogue between the Soul, Riches, 
Fame, and — By an un- 
— Hand. 


8 "1 Mio 
Eluded Mortal, turn and view my Store, 
VVhile all my glitt ring 1 reaſures I explore. 


The Gold of both the Indian VVorlds is mine, 
And Gems that in the Eaſtern Quarries ſhine. 


For 
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For me advent rous Men attempt the Main: 
And all the Fury of its VVaves ſuſta; 
For me all Toils and Hazards they diſdain. 
For me their Country's ſold, their Faith betrayd; 
The Voice of Intereſt ne er was diſobey d. 


Soul. 

Yet I thy tempting Offers can deſpiſe, 

Nor loſe a VViſh on ſuch a worthleſs Prize. 
VVhen yonder ſparkling Stars attra& my Sight, 
Thy Gold, thy boaſted Gems, loſe all their Light, 
My daring Thoughts above theſe Trifles riſe, * 
And aim at glorious Kingdoms in the Skies. 
there expect Celeſtial Diadems, 

Outſhining all thy counterfeited Gems. 


Fame. 
Tis nothing ſtrange that thy ambitious Mind 
In ſordid V Vealth ſhould no Temptation find. 
But IJ have Terms which thy Acceptance claim, 
Heroick Glory, and a mighty Name! 


To 


— — 


To cheſe the greateſt Souls on Earth aſpire, 
Souls, moſt ende wed with the Celeſtial Fire; 
VVhom neither Wealth nor Beauty can inflame, 
Theſe hazard all for an Illuſtrious Name. 


Soul. 
And yet thou art a meer Fantaſtick Thing, 
VVhich can no ſolid Satisfaction bring, 
Should I in coſtly Monuments ſurvive, 
And after Death in Mens Applauſes live, 
VVhat Profit were their vain Applauſe to me, 
If doom'd below to endleſs Infamy ? 
Sunk in Reproach, and everlaſting Shame, 
VVith God, and Angels, where's my promis d 


| (Fame? ? 
But if their Approbation l obtain, 
And deathleſs Wreaths, and heavenly Glories, 
(gain, f 


1 may the World's flle Pageantry diſdain.” 


' + HOW; 
' Pleaſure. 
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Pleaſure. 


zut where the Baits of Wealth and Hopour 


Th -inchanting Voice of Pleaſure may prevail. 
The Lewd and Virtuous both my Vaſſals prove; 
No Breaſt ſo guarded but my Charms can move. 
All that delights Mankind attends on me, 
Beauty, and Youth and Love, and Harmony. 1 
I wing the ſmiling Hours, and gild the Day, 

My Paths are ſmooth, and flow'ryall my Way. 


Soul. 
But Ah, theſe Paths to black Perdition tend, 
There ſoon thy ſoft, deluding, Viſions end, 


Thoſe ſmooth, thoſe flow'ry, Ways lead down to 
( Hell, 


Where all thy Slaves in endleſs Night muſt dwell, + 
The Road of Virtue far more rugged is, | 
But O! it leads to Everlaſting Bliſs. 

And all beyond the thorny Paſſage lyes 

The Realm of Light diſcover'd to mine Eyes. þ 
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Gay Bowers, and Streams of Joy, and lightſome 
( Fields, 


Wich happy Shades, the beauteous Proſpect yields; 


Thoſe bliſsful Regions I ſhall ſhortly gain, 


Where Peace, and Love, and endleſs Pleaſures, 
( reign, 


an» — ” — 
F —.-_D . 


— 


The 38th 1 of J ob 2 
By Mrs. Singer. 


N Thunder now the God his Silence broke, 
And from a Cloud this lofty Language ſpoke. 


Who, and where art thou, fond, preſumptuous; 
D Man, 


That by thy own weak Mealares mine woud'ſt 
( ſcan ? 


Undaunted as an equal Match for me, 


Stand forth, and anſwer my Demands to thee, 


And firſt let thy Original be trac d, 
And tell me then what mighty Thing thou waſt ? 
When 
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When to the World my potent Word gave Birth, 
And fixt the centre of the floating Earth ? 

Didſt thou aſſiſt with one deſigning Thought, 

Or my Idea's rectifie in ought, 

When from Confufion I this Order brought ? _ 
When like an Artiſt I the Line ſtretch d out, 

And markt its wide Circumference about, 
| Didſt thou contribute, Job, thy needful Aid 
When I the Deep, and ſtrong Foundations, laid, 
And with my Hand the riſing Pillars ſtay d? 
When from the perfe& Model of my Mind * 
The vaſt and ſtately Fabrick was deſign'd, » 
So wondrous, ſo compleat, in ev'ry Part, 1 
Adorn'd with ſuch Variety of Art, 

The Sons of Light the goodly Frame ſurvey, 

As their own Seats, Magnificent and Gay. 

Around the ſhining Verge of Heay'n they crowd, 
And from the Cryſtal Confines ſhout aloud. 


For Joy the Morning Stars together ſang 
And Heav'nall o'er with glad Preludiums rang. 


Were 
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Were the tumultuous Floods by thee con- | 
(troul'd, MF. 


When whoa Bounds the foaming Billows roul'd? 
Didſt thou appoint em then their 00zy bed, 

And humid Clouds o er all their Surface ſpread ? 
Affixing Limits to th' imperious Deep, | 
The Limits it perpetually ſhall keep, 


Tho' mounting high the angry Surges roar, 
And daſh themſelves with Rage againſt the Shore. 


( 

\ 
| When did'ſt thou ſummon up the tingring MW. 
; (Day, MW 
; And haſte the lovely bluſhing Morn away ? 1 
Swift as my flaming Meſſengers above 
8 1 Its gaudy Wings of my Direction move. n 
:  Haſtthou ſurvey'd the Ocean's dark Abodes, 4 
0 The ſteep Deſcents, the Vaults and craggy Roads, p 


Thro which hollow Rumour ruſh the nethe, f 
( Floods N 


Or haſt thou meaſur'd the prodigious Store 


Of Waves that in thoſe ghaſtly Caverns roar 0M 
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— 
Or haſt thou Job the Fatal Valley trac d, 

And thro' the Realms of Death undaunted paſsd, | 
Where the pale King a ruſty Scepter weilds, 

And reigns a Tyrant o'er the dusky Fields? 


Doſt thou the Pure Immortal Foumtain know, 4 
from whence thoſe num'rous Streams of Glory / 


Which feed the radiant Lamps | 
(Ether glow ? 


Or from what Caves the ſullen Shadows riſe 
When like a Deluge Night involves the Skies ? 
How does the Sun his Morning Beams diſplay 


Thro” golden Clouds, and ſpread the ſudden 
(Day, 


When de from the Eaſt, all freſh and 
( fair, 
He dances thro? the glitt ring Fields of Air? 
At his Approach all Nature looks more Giy, | 
Thro' ey'ry Grove refreſhing Breezes play, 


nd o'er the Streams, and o'er the nee 1 
7. > 
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Doſt thou the Clouds amidſt the Air ſuſtain, 
And welt the floating Rivers down in Rain? 
When overcharg d, the yielding Atmoſphere 

No longer now the watry Load can bear; 

On gloomy Wings the ſounding Tempeſt flies, 

And heavy Thunders roul along the Skies; 

Around the airy Vault fierce Lightnings play, 

And burn themſelves thro' ſolid Clouds away. 

With Water who the Wilderneſs ſupplies? 
And tell me whence the Midnight Dews ariſe ? 
Or from what cold and petrifying Womb 


The Ice and nipping hodry Froſt does come ? 1 
What ſecret Pow 'r its fluid Parts cement, 
Congeal, and harden, the ſoft El-ment ? 

All ſtiff and motionleſs the frozen Deep, 

No eng VVinds its ſhining Surface ſweep. 


Canſt 1 Influences ſtay 5 
Of thoſe mild Stars which deck the Spring ſo Gay? 


Or 


Or looſe the ſullen Planets Icy Bands, 


Which _—_— ang rough ler VVinds, 
l (commands > 


Canſt thou bring out Fair Mexzroth: ſpltry Brapy? 


Or guide thro! Heay' ns Blue Tracks the Starry 
e A 24 (Team? 


Do all the hining, vaſt Machihes aboꝰe Od 

By thy Contrivance in ſuch Order move ? 
Ifſo— Still thy Divinity to prove, N 
Set open now the Flood- gates of the Sky, i 
And call a mighty Deluge from on high, 
Kindle prodigious Light nings, and command 
The burning Flaſhes with a daring Hand, 


rn then confeſsthou haſt an Arm like me, 
And that thy own Right Hand can ſuccour thee, 
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HYMN. 
Whom bave I in Heaven but thee, 


ec. Plal. 73. 25. By an un. 
known Hand. 


. 
H E Calls of Glory, Beauties Smiles, 
And Charms of Harmony, 
Are all but dull inſipid Things 
Compar d, my God, with thee. 


— —— . 


i 
Vvithout thy Love I nothing crave, 
And nothing can enjoy, 
The proferr'd V Vorld I ſhou'd neglect 
As an unenvied Toy. 


I. 


| The Sun, the numrous Stars, and all | 


The VVonders of the Skies, 


if 
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If to be purchas d with thy Smiles | 
Thou knowſt I wou'd deſpiſe. 


Iv. 1017 ot 
VVhat were the Earth, the Sun, the * 8 
Or Heav'n it ſelf, to me, 
My Life, my everlaſting Bliſs, 
If not ſecur'd of thee, 


V. 
Celeſtial Bow'rs, Seraphick Songs, 
And Fields of endleſs Light, 
VVou'd all unentertaining prove 
Without thy Bliſsful Sight. 


———— —_—_— 


— bm 


By an unknown Hand. 


| Come, I come, and joyfully obey 
The Fatal Voice that ſummons me away : 
With Pleaſure I reſign this mortal Breath, 
And fall a willing Sacrifice to Death. 

I 3 
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O welcome Stroke that gives me Liberty ! 
Welcome | as to the Slave a Jubilee: 
Of thee vain World I take my laſt Adieu, 
The promis'd Land is now within my View; 
The Clouds diſpel, the ſtormy Danger's paſt 
And J attain the peaceful Shores at laſt. 

My Hopes dear Objects now are all in Sight, 
Ihbe Lands of Love, and unexhauſted Light, 


4 The flowing Streams of Joy, and endleſs Bliſs 
© The ſhining Plains, and Walks of Paradice, 
The Trees of Life, Immortal Fruits and Flowers, 


＋ Ll a 

| The tall celeſtial Groves, and charming Bowers. 
27 I breathe the balmy-Empirean Air, 

f The Songs of Angels, and their Harps, L hear, 

b | And ſcarce thefirce tyrannick Joy can bear. 

i | ——: —— <> - ws nos _ : 

N — — — — —— — — 
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Mmortit Feuntath of my Life, las 
* My laſt, my hole, End, uw s 1 


Eterna 
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Eternal Centre of my Soul, 

Where all its 3 tend. 

II. 

Thou Object of my deareſt Love, 

My Heav'nly Paradice, 
The Spring of all my flowing Joys, 

My everlaſting Bliſs. 


HL 
My God, my Hope, my vaſt Reward, 
And all I wou'd poſſeſs, 
Still more than theſe pathetick Names 


And charming Words expreſs! 


7 — 


— 


Thots on Death. By 4 Toung 


| 12 
M almoſt to the Fatal Period come, 


My forward Glaſs has well nn its laſt; 
14 Eer 
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Er a few Moments I muſt hear the Doom, 
Which ne'er will be recalbd when once tis paſt. 

| » 
| II. | 
Methinks I have Eternity in View, 7 


And dread to reach the Edges of the Shore, 
Nor doth the Proſpect the leſg diſmal ſhew 
For all the Thouſands that have launch'd before, 


III. 


Why weep, my Friends? What is their Loſs to 
| ( mine ? 


I have but one poor doubtful Stake to throw, 
And with a dying pray r my Hopes reſign, 
If that be loſt; I'm loſt for ever too. 


IV. 
. Tis not the painful Agonies « of Death, 
Nor all the gloomy Horrors of the Grave 3 
Were that the worſt, unmov d I'd yicld my Breath, 
And with « Smile the King of Terrars brave. 1 


— GO 
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| „ 
But there's an Aftef- day, tis that I fear : 
Oh, who ſhall hide me from that angry Brow ? 


Alrcady I the dreadful Accents hear, 
Depart from me, and that for ever too. 


— — 


— _— — — — 


— 


. on 1 VIL 11. . By 
the . Hand. » 


I. 
e thou moſt charming 1 


What's all this dull Society to us? 


Let's to the peaceful Shades and Springs remove, 
I'm here uneaſie, tho I linger thus. 


Chon 


IL 
What are the Trifles that I leave behind? 
I've more than all the yalu'd World ia thee, 
Where all my Joys and Wiſhes are conſin d, 


Thour't Day, and Life, and Hea vn it ſelf, to me. 


III. 
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III. 
Come, my Be loved then, let us repair 


To thoſe bleſt Seats where we'll our Flames im. 
( prove, 


Oh, with what Heat ſhall I careſs thee there 
And in ſweet Tranſports give up all my Love. 


—— A. 


— — — — — 


* . e on | Micah VI, 6, 7. B 
Jame Hand. 
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Herewith ſball I approach this awful 
(Lord! 


What ſhall I bring? 
What Sacrifice 
Will not ſo great a Deity deſpiſe ? 
Tell me you lofty Spirits that fall down, 
The neareſt to his Throne, 
O tell me how, 5 
Or- Wherewithal ſhall T before my on and 
n 02 Ms! ne Cour dread Maker bow * 
Jt! | "ob 
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Win Carmel's verdant Top afford 
No equal Offering? 


Ten Thouſand Rams? A bounteous Preſent 
| 1 (tis, 
5 bo LOCO. 


When all the Flocs upon a Thouſand Degas 
12 9 „ (Hills are his, 


win streams of — Oil his Wrath controul d 
Or the more precious F lood 5 
Of my dear Firſt- born 's Blood, 


r for all 8 50 Debts, and make a Full A- 
. 0 tonement for my Soul? 


| don H. Saison 
If not, Great God, what then doſt thou require > 
Or what wilt thou deſign to accept from me? 
All that my o. thou giv'ſt me leave to cal 
I willingly agen reſign to thee. 


My Youth, with all its blooming. ya, _ 


My Muſe, and ev ry IP d Thot, ta thee I de- 
(dicate. 


< 'Tis fit the Product of that Sacred Fire 
N to its on Celeſtial orb retire 2 10 
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And all my darling Vanities 
For thee Fl ſacrifice, 
- My favrite Vice and all, 
Among the reſt promiſcuouſly ſhall fall 
No more the fond Beloved Sin I'll ſpare, 


Than the great Patriarch word have _ his 
| Heir, 


And this, Great God, altho a worthleſs Prize, 
Is a ſincere, intire, and early, Sacrifice. 


" 5 
; # 


Dialogue between a good Spirit new- 
L parted from the Body, and the 
els that came to conduct him 


10 Glory. By Mr. Bowers, 


| Spirit, 
T length the diſmal Strife is paſt, 


The cruel Bond difſolv'd that held 
(me back ſo faſt. 


I felt when firſt the curdling Blood grew cold, 
| Andrapid Wheels of Life no longer roul'd ; 


0 | With 
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With Joy I felt all this, with Joy reſign'd _ 
My vital Breath, and left the Fleſh behind: 
Long, long I ſtruggled with my mortal Chain, 
Long bore the double Load of Sia and Pain z 
Long figh'd and wiſh'd for this auſpicious Day, 
And wonder'd at the Moments dull Delay. 
Wide was the Gulf, and Deep, but now I'm o'er, 
Am landed ſafe on the Eternal Shore. 2 
welcome for ever then this happy Change, 
Welcome the charming Paths I now ſhall range; 
Welcome firſt Dawnings of Immortal Light, 
Welcome ye glorious Beings to my Sight. 


Angels. 
And Welcome, Welcome, to our peaceful Arms, 
We come to guard thee from all future Harms 
From Heav'ns high Court we come th Eternal 
Whoſe Will we all obey, and Praiſes ſings 
dent us thus far, ( ſo Great his Bounty is 1) 
To waft thee to the Seats of endleſs Bliſs 1 
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This Morn welefi his Throne— The conquer'd 
yy (an 


Laggd cully ae, Sand at our r Flight, 


Spirit. 
o Sacred Miniters of Heav ns Decree! | ö 


O you that ſtream with radiant Majeſty ! 


Why on this Meſſage ſent > Why this Regard 0 
(me? 


Return, return, to Heav'n from whence you came, 
There warble Hymns to the Creator's Name, 
Make ſhining Circles there around his Throne, 
Tis he deſerves ſuch Guards, and he alone: 
Unworthy Lin ſuch a Grace to ſhare ; 
Unworthy of your leaſt Regard or Care. 


Angels. 
Not thy Deferts, bnt free, unbounded, Love, 
Was all the Spring that cou'd thy Maker move: 
That Love which did at firſt thy Being raiſe, ; 
Preſcrve thy Health, and number out thy Days, 
And all thoſe num'rous ample Gitts beſtow 


While yet a Tenant of the World below . 


at 


8 
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That Love which ſent his Dear and Only Son 
To Ranſom thee, and all Mankind, undone ; 
Sent him to feel th* Extreams of Miſery, 

To want, to mourn, be tortur'd, bleed and die; 0 
Which ſhelrer'd thee from the avenging Stroke, 
And Hell's Eternal Chain aſunderbroke 3 —_ 
Which Heavn's Immortal Doors ſet open wide 
And did in ſhining Paths of Virtre guide; | 
Ev'n that now ſends us forth to lead the Way 

To the bright Regions of Celeſtial Day. 


Nor come we only for Solemnity, . 
To mike a pompous Progreſs thro* the Sky: 
Thou need'ſt theſe Rays, thou need'ſt theſe potent 


(Arms, 
To guide and guard thee from ſurrounding 


( Harms; 


For lopg's the Way, and vaſt, thou, art to 
0 ſteer,” 


No Land-marks there, nor beaten Roads appear, 


Ten Thouſand, Thouſand, Thouſand, Leagues, 
( and more, 


Thou 7” thro Fields of trackleſs Ether ſoar. ; 
An 
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VVith Blazes of unſufferable Light. 


And here thou lt paſs th unhoſpitable Plains, 
Where Night in everlaſting Silence reigns, 
Where no Glad Rays do e er the Gloom adorn; 
Save what by us are in our Paſſage worn: 


T bere mighty Orbs will roul acroſs the Skies, 


And Comets of prodigious Form and Size, 
Myriads of Starry VVorlds ſurprize thy Sight, 


Thus then by Turns thou'lt need our pow 
8 Ai 1 


Our Rays to Light, and ſpreading id $ * 
Shade, 


Beſides— Apoſtate Angels in thy VVay 

More Thick than falling Leaves of Autumn ſtray ; 
Theſe, were we abſent, tho they can t deſtroy 
In ſpite would with their helliſh Arts annoy : - 
Fore dreſt in hideous Shapes wou'd ſtalk before; 
Some dog it aſter with infernal Roar; 
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Some Icy Hills along thy Paſſage ſtrow, +”. 


Some make thro' pitchy Clouds red Lightni 
an 


dome Thunder from above, ſame from below. I 
And when theſe frightful Methods don t avail, 4 
Nor ſhock thy Peace, nor make thy Courage fail, 6 
They'll next with tender, flatt ring, Charms amuſe? 

And all their ſoft enticing Arts will uſe; 

VVill ſeem like us, Celeſtial Angels Fair; 

&ch their Proportion, ſuch their Mien and Air, 

ln all the Bloom of Heav'nly Youth appear, 

And with melodious Sounds invite thy Ear : 


| 


Here warbling Birds will ſoftly hover round, 
Vhile Silver Fountains murmur to their Sound; 
here flow'ry Fields their Fragrancy diſpence, 
nd with Teri Thouſand Beauties court thy Sences 


heſe Arts, and more; it found alone, they'll 
(try, 
o curb thy ſoaring Flight, and ſtain thy Piety. 


jar at our Sight they feel a trembling Awe 


un howling o'er the VVaſte, and to their Den? 
( I 


K | Not 
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Nor think we ſuch a Charge as this diſdain, 
And undergo the humble Task with Pain. 
For ev'ry Part of the Almighty's VVill 


With eager Joy, with Raptures, we fulfil ; 
But Love it ſelf's a powerful Motive here, 


Love makes thee to theſe Eyes, theſe N moſt 
Dear, 


Lers then —aſcend And thus we ſpread our Wing; 
And thus we ſoar—Adieu to earthly Things, 


Spirit, 
Adieu, allen, with Joy, dear Guides I go; 


Adieu the nauſeous Sink of Sin and Woe. 
No more ſhall I thoſe diſmal Proſpects view, 
Which did each Day my bitter Gri« fs renew. 
No more behold the Perſecutors Rage, 

Nor all the monſtrous Vices of the Age. 

in Meſech's curs'd Tents no more ſhall dwell, 
No more be tortur'd with the Sons of Hell. 
No more ſhall Sins foul Stains pollute my Soul, 
Nor earthly Cares my better Part controul. 
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No more ſhall bear Diſeaſes cruel Smart, 


1317 


Nor feel Death's Fatal Arrows wound my Heart. 


L : 


Angels. 
No, happy Soul, thy Tragick Part is oer, 


Thy Sorrows all are fled, thy Dangers are no 


Happy the Day that ſaw thee leave thy Sin, 
And bravely Virtue's ſhining Race begin. 


His Laws obey, and tremble at his Rod. 
aw thee diſſolve before his flaming Love, 


O had'ſt thou (till thy darling Vice purſu d, 


That ſaw thee hearken to the Voice of God, 


(more. 
Pure Love, triumphant Peace, and high Renown, 


Shall float around thee now, and all thy Lakes 
(crown. 


And towards his awful Throne in holy Breath- 
(ings move. 


And ſtill been like thy Tempters, Vain and Lewd, 
How wretched now had been thy certain Fate ! 
And in what Floods of Tears woud'ſt thou repent 


( too late ? 
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| Thou muſt for theſe kind Looks and Arms of 
( ours, 

Have fel the Fury of {of rnal Pow'rs, 

To Hell's dark Priſon in their Paws been drawn, 


Where Goblins ſtalk, Snakes biſs, and Mcnſters 
(yawn; 


Where roaring Flames, amd Shricks of thoſe in 
( Pains, 


Mix with the Yells of Fiends, and Clanks of 
(Chains; 


Where no bright Morn diſplays a chearful Face, 
But crouding Horrors fill the gloomy Space, 


And num'rous dreadful Woes all Joys for ever 
( chaſe. 


But now thou'rt ſafe—and now to Heav'n we go, 
To Heav'n, where Ties of endleſs Glory flow, 
And Light's diffuſive Rays no Limits know: 


Where Scenes of Bliſs, and charming VVonders, 
( dwell, 


VVonders too big for Angels Tongues to tell 
There ſits th* Almighty thron'd in awful State, 
As Kind as High, as Good as he is Great 

From thence his Eyes remoteſt Corners pierce, 


And range thro all the ſpacious Univerſe. 
| From 
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From thence he ſcatters Bleſſiugs, and from thence 


Does Sov'reign Rule to num rous V Vorlds diſ- 
(pence, 


VVhile meaneſt Creatures feel his chearing In- 
( fluence. 


Immortal Beams his dazling Throne ſurround, 

And in his Preſence all Delights abound. 

Sraph, and Cherub, bow before his Seat, 

And Everlaſting Songs of Praiſe repeat : 

Down proſtrate at his Feet themſelves they lay, 

His mighty Name H_ and dread Commands o- 
( bey. 

Theſe, and the Saints, ſhall thy Companions be, 

The Saints, from all their Imperfections Free, 

And grac'd with Knowledge, Love, and Piety. 

We all are there array'd in Heav'nly Light, 

And all in ſtricteſt Bonds of Love unite, 


And jointly all with rapt rous Ardour ſing 
Glad Hallelujihs to th' Eternal King. 


There too thou ſhalt thy Kind Redeemer ſee, 


Who ſcorn'd his State, and left all Heav'n for 
( oy 


IT Pb Shalt 
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Shalt feel the Tranſports of his charming Face, 
And dwell for ever in his Dear Embrace. 

Thy Pious Friends who fought with Vice below, 
And ſtood the Torrent till Death's Fatal Blow, 
In theſe bleſt Manſions thou agen ſhalt find 


More Pure, more Wile, more Generous and 
(Kind. 


Thy Dear Palemon, Dearer than thy Soul, 

Whoſe mighty Loſs thou did ſt ſo long condole, 
Who with thee j joy'd to run the glorious Race, 
With equal Love, and with an equal Pace, 

Shall thee agen with ſoft Careſſes meet, 

And in loud Welcomes thy Arrival greet ; 

You both ſhall now your Sacred Flames improve, 
Shall both diſſolve in pure Empireal Love, 

For ever bath i in theſe bright Realms remain, | 


In Joys be delug'd, and in Glory reign. 
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Parapbraſe on Malachi III. By a 
Toung Lady. : 88 


EY Vain ye murmur ; we have ſerv'd the 
( Lord ; 


As vainly liſtned to his flatt ring Word; 
He has forgot, or ſpake not as he meant, 


Elſe why are we thus Idly Penitent? 

Ye call the Haughty Bleſt, erecting tl oſe 

That dare my Judgments impiouſly oppoſe, 
And own, nay, almoſt boaſt, themſelves my Foes: 


( mand 
The flaming Bolts from my unwilling Hand, | 


Then they that fear'd my great and awfulNam 
The only few that dar'd oppoſe the Stream, 

Unmov'd, againſt the vulgar Torrent ſtood, 
In Spite of Numbers reſolutely Good; 


K4 


Whoſe Crimes wou'd, were I not a God, com- 
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Not taxing with undecent Inſolence 


The dark Enigma's of my Providence, 
But ſaw me (till Illuſtrious thro” the ſame, 
And lov'd, and ſpake, ſpake often of my Name. 
As oft I cloſely liſtned, nor ſhall they 

| Paſs unrewarded at the laſt great Day, 

When all their Pious Services I'll own, 

For in my Records I ſhall find them down. 


Their Brows I'll crown with Wreaths of Victory 


Whilſt Men and Angels ſtand Spectators by: 
Aloud I'll then, aloud proclaim them mine, 


And mongſt my brighteſt Treaſures they ſhall 
( ſhine; 


Their Frailty with more Tenderneſs then &er 


A Father did his only Sons I'll ſpare ; 


And then,--- but Oh! too late, you'll find it 
( then, 


Who were the Wile, the only Thinking, Men : 
Then you ſhall nothing but Derifion meet, 


Whillt Angels them with loud Applauſes greet. 


The 
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The Meditation. By Mr. Norris 
I. 
I muſt be done, my Soul; but tis a ſtrange, 


A diſmal, and myſterious, Change ! 
When thou ſhalt leave this Tenement of Clay, 


And to an unknown Somewhere wing away, 


When Time ſhall be Eternity, and thou 


Shalt be thou know'ſt not what, and live thou 
( know'ſt not how. 


II. 
Amazing State! No Wonder that we dread 
To think of Death, or view the Dead. 
Thou'rt all wrapt up in Shades, as if to thee 
Our very Knowledge had Antipathy : 


Death could nota more ſad Retinue find, 
Sickneſs and Pain before, and Darkneſs T be- 


© 
\ 
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III. 
Some courteous Ghoſt tell this great Secrecy, 
 What'tis you are, and we muſt be. 
You warn us of approaching Death, and why ? 


May we not know from you what tis to die? 
But you having ſhot the Gulph, delight to ſec 
Succeeding Souls plunge in with like uncertainty, 


: IV. 
When Life's cloſe Knot by Writ from Deſtiny 
Diſeaſe ſhall cut, or Age untye, 
When after ſome Delays, ſome dying Strife, 
The Soul ſtands ſhivering on the Ridge of Life, 
With what a dreadful Curioſity 
Does ſhe launch out into the Sea of vaſt Eternity. 


V. 
So when the ſpacious Globe was delug'd or, 
Andlower Holds could ſave no more, 


On 
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On th' utmoſt Boughs th' aſtoniſh'd Sinners ſtood, 


And view'd th Advances of th incroaching 
(Hood; 


Oe r- topp d at length by th Elements Increaſe» 
With Horror they reſign d to the untry d Abyſs. 


_— 


% 
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The LXIII. Chapter Iſaiah Para- 
p bras d to the Sixth Verſe. A 
Pindarick Ode. By the ſame 
Hand, 


I. 

Orange Scene of Glory! Am 1 well awake? 
Or 1s t my Fancy's wild Miſtake ? 

It cannot be a Dream, bright Beams of Light 


Flow from the Viſion's Face, and pierce my tender 
| ( Sight. 

No common Viſion this, I ſee 
r, some Marks of more than humane Majeſty. 
Who is this mighty Hero? Who? 


With Glories round his ** and Terror in his 
n (Brow? 


From 
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From Bozrah lo he comes a Scarlet Dye, 
O erſpreads his Cloaths, and does out vie 
The Bluſhes of the Morning Sky. 
Triumphant and Victorious he appears, 
And Honour in his Looks and Habit wears. 
How ſtrong he treads > How ſtately does he go? 
Pompous, and Solemn in his Pace, 
And full of Majeſty, as is his Face. 
Who is this mighty Hero 2 Who ? 
Tis I, who to my Promiſe Faithful ſtand, 
Iwho the Powers of Death, Hell and the Grave, 
Have foil'd with this All-conquering Hand ; 
I who moſt ready am, and mighty too to (ave, 


II. 
Why wear ſt thou then this Scarlet Dye? 
Say mighty Hero, why? 
Why do thy Garments look all Red, 
Like them that in the Wine-preſs tread ? 
The Wine-prels I alone have trod, 


"i 


That 
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That vaſt unweildly Frame which long did ſtand 


Unmov'd, and which no mortal Force could 
(cer command; 


That pond'rous Maſs I ply'd alone, 
And with me to aſſiſt were none. 
A mighty Task it was, Worthy the Son of God, 
Angels ſtood trembiing at the dreadful Sight, 
Concern'd with what Succeſs I ſhould go thro' 
The Work 1 undertook to do; 

Enrag d I put forth all my Might, 

And down the Engine preſs d, the violent Force 
Diſturb d the Uni verſe, put Nature out of Courſe; 


The Blood guſh'd out in Streams and chequer d 
(oer 


My Garments with its deepeſt Gore, 
With ornamental Drops bedeck d I ſtood, 
And writ my Victory with my Enemies Blood: 


III. 
The Day, the Signal Day, is come, 
When of my Enemies I muſt Vengeance take; 


x ER The 
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The Day when Death ſhall have its Doom; 
And the dark Kingdom with its Powers ſhall ſhake. 


Fate in her Kalender mark'd out this 9 with 
Red, 


She folded down the Iroti Leaf, and thus ſhe ſaid 
This Day, if ought I can divine be true, 
Shall for a Signal Victory 
Be celebrated to Poſterity : 
Then ſhall the Prince of Light deſcend, 
And reſcue Mortals from th' Infernal Fiend, 


Break through his ſtrongeſt Forts, and all hi 
( Hoſts ſubdue : ; 


This ſaid, ſhe ſhut the 1 Volume cloſe, 


And wiſh d ſhe might the crowding Years tran(- 
(poſe; 


So much ſhe long d to have the Scene dif] play, 
And ſee the vaſt Event of this important Day. 
And now in midſt of the revolving Years, 
This great, this mighty, one appears: 
The Faithful Traveller, the Sun, / 


Has number 'd out the Days, and the ſet Period 
(run: 


L look d, and to aſſiſt was none. 


My 
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i My Angelick Guards ſtood trembling by, 
ie. But durſt not venture nigh. 
In vain too from my Father did [ look, 


d, For Help, my Father me forſook : 
, Amaz d I was to ſee ö 
How all deſerted me ; 
I took my Fury for my ſol: Support, 
And with my ſingle Arm the Conqueſt won ; 
Loud Acclamations fill'd all Heavens Court 
The Hymning Guards above, 
Strain'd toan higher Pitch of Joy and Love, 
The great Jehovah prais d, and his victorious Son. 


* 
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The Elevation. By the ſame Author. 
I. 
1 Wing, my Soul, and upwards bend 
( thy Flight, 
To thy originary Fields of Light. 
Here's nothing, nothing, here below 
That can deſerve thy longer Stay; 
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A ﬀecret Whiſper bids thee go 

To purer Air and Beams of native Day. 
Th' Ambition of the tow'ring Lark outvie; 
And like bim fing as thou doſt upward fly. 


II. 
How all things leſſen which my Soul before 
Did with the groveling Multitude adore ! 
Thoſe Pageant Glories diſappear 
Which charm and dazle Mortals Eyes; 
How do I in this higher Sphere, 
How do I Mortals with their Joys deſpiſe ? 
Pure uncorrupted Elements I breathe, 
And pity their groſs Atmoſphere beneath. 


1 Bl 
| - 7 I 
| How Vile, how Sordid, here thoſe Trifles ſhew, 
That place the Tenants of that Ball below . 
ZBut ha! Tue loſt the little Sight, 
The Scene's remov d, and all I ſce : 


Is one confugd, dark, Maſs of Night; 
What nothing was, now nothing ſeems to be. 


3 
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How Calm this Region, how Serene, how Clear, 

Sure I ſome Strains of Heavenly Muſick hear. X by 
| IV. 

On, on, the Task is eaſie now and light, 


No Steams of Earth can here retard thy Flight t 


Thou need'ſt not now thy Stroaks renew, 
'Tis but to ſpread thy Pinions wide, 
And thou with eaſe thy Seat wilt view, 
Drawn by the Bent of the Ztherial Tide. 
Tis ſo, I find how ſweetly on I move, 


Not let by things below, and help'd by thofe 
( above. 


V. 
But ſee to what new Region am I come, 
[know it well, it is my native Home. 
Here led I once a Life Divine 
Which did all Good, no Evil, know, 
Ah! Who would ſuch ſweet Bliſs reſign 
or thoſe vain Shews which F ools admire below ?. 


EEC; 
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2 „0 
»Tis mor, but don't of Folly paſt complain, 


ButJoy to i thoſe bleſt Abodes again. 


VI. 
A good Retrieve ; | but lo, while thus! ſpeak 
With piercing Rays th' Eternal Day does break; 
Beauties of the Face Divine 


Strike ſtrongly on my feeble Sight, 
With what bright Glories does it ſhine 


'Tis one Immenſe and Everflowing Light : 
Stop here, my Soul, thou canſt not fear more Bliſ 
Nor can thy now rais'd Palate ever reliſh leſs. 


5 — — ———— — 7 — 1 
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The CXLVIIL Palm Pars 


phras'd; By the ſame Anthor. 


J. 


O Come let all created Force conſp pire 


| E Bk A general | Hymn of Praiſe to ling, 
Join all ye Creatures in one Solemn Quire, 
And let your Theme be Heavens Almighty King 


| 


iS. 


ils, 
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II. | 

Begin ye bleſt Attendants of his Seat, olg 411 
Begin your high Seraphick Lays, 

Tis Juſt you ſhould, your Happineſs is great, 

And all you are to give again is Praiſe. 


III. 
Ye glorious Lamps that rule both Night and Day, 
Bring you your Allelujabs too; 
To him that Tribute of Devotion pay | © 
Which once'blind Superſtition gave to you. 


IV. 
Thou Firſt and Faireſt of Material Kind, 
By whom his other Works we ſee, 
Subtil and Active as pure Thought and Mind, 
Praiſe him that's Elder and more Fair than thee. 


L 2 V. 
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V. 
Ye Regions of the Air his Praiſes ſing, 

And all ye Virgin Waters there 
Do you Advantage to the Conſort bring, 
And down to us the Allelujah bear. 


; VI. 
Io chanting forth the great Jehovab's Praiſe 
Let theſe the upper Conſort fill; 
He ſpake, and did you all from nothing raile, 
As youdid then, ſo now obey his Will. 


VII. 
His Will that fix d you in a conſtant State, 
And cut a Track for Nature's Wheel; \ 
Here let it run, ſaid he, and made it Fate; 


And where $ that Power which can this Law re- I ; 
( peal? 


VIII. 
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VII. 
Ye Powers that to th inferiour World retain, 
Join you now with the Quire above: 
And firſt ye Dragons try a an higher Strain, 


And turn your angry Hiſfings i into Praiſe 'and 
(Love. 


IX. 
Let Fire, Hail, Snom and Vapours, that aſcend, 
Ualock d by Phebns fearching Rays; 
Let Stormy Winds ambitioufly contend, -| | 
And all their-wonted Force imploy in Praiſe. - 


X. 
Ye Sacred Tops which ſeem to brave the Skies, 


Riſe higher, and when Men on yu 
With their Oblations ſend your Praiſes too. 


L 3 | Xl, 
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Ye TYNE, wee Fruits both Mer und Beaſts con 
Toots 4+: 71111 | (ſume, 


Be you in Praiſes Fruitſul too 3) 


Te Cedars, why have you ſuch e eber, 
But that ſweet Incenſe ſhould be made of you? 


XII. 
Ve Beaſts, with all the humble creeping Train, 
Praiſe him that made your Lot ſo high ; 
Ye Birds, who in a nobler Province reign, 
Send up your Prajſes higher than you fly. 


XIII. 
Ye Sacred Heads that wear Imperial Geld, 
Praiſe him that you with Power Arrays: 
And you whoſe Hands the Scale of Juſtice hold, 
Be Juſtin this, and pay your Debt of Praiſe. 


1.5 1 XIV. 
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Let ſprightly Youth give Vigour to the 
Fecher with one another ve; FS 
Let feeble Age diſſolv d ig Praiſe expire, 


And Lotants tgo in Hymns their tender; v 
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: „ 1 0 
2 1107 ATI Yi y 4 1. 
> 41 1 * . . „„ 4 
. 


boilgge An i Nut won awnTt 7 
Praiſe him ye Saints who Piety profes. 

And at his Altar ſpend your Days © +; 
Ye Seed of Tfras!' your great Patron bleſs,, | -- 4 
Tis Manna this, for Angels Foo dis Praiſe. J 
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The 5 eu. 55 the Jane Hand 


4 - 


- Onighave Iview'd, long have I thongs 


And held with trembling Hands this bittet 
( Draught; 


'Twas now juſt to my Lips applied, 
Nature ſhrunk back; and all my Courage dy'd ; 
But now Reſolv'd and Firm l' be, 
Since, Lord, tis mingled and held out by thee, 


8 oe & 


II. 
T'il cruſt my great Phyſician's Skill; 
I know what he preſcribes can ne er be ill: 
To each Diſeaſe he knows what's fit; 


[ o'yn him Wiſe, and Good, and do ſubmit : 
I now no longer grieve or pine; 


Nig 'tis oy 9 Lord, it ſhall be mine. 
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| 175 m. 
Thy Med cine puts me to great Smatt, 

Thou'ſt wounded me in my moſt tender Part; 
But tis with a Deſign to cure; 

muſt and will thy Sovereign Touch endure: 
All that I priz d below is gone, 4 

But yet I (till will pray thy Will be done. 


z 


— 4 


IV, 10S ibn 
Since tis thy Sentence I ſhould part 
with the moſt precious Treaſure of my Heart, 
I freely that and more reſign; 
My Heart it ſelf, as its Delight, is thine ; 
My little All I give to thee ; | 
Thou gav'ſt a greater Gift, thy Son, to me. 


or 
He left true Bliſs and Joys above, 
Hiroſelf he emptied of all Good but Love; 
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For me he freely did forſake 
More Good than he from me can b 

A mortal Life for àa Divine V vit 
He took, and did 2 the ae. 


bite *! VI. vtlz lie nt 
Take all, * a will not grieve, - 
But ſtill will wiſh that I had (till to give 3 
I hear thy Voice, thou bidſt me quit 
My Paradice, I bleſs and do ſubmit ; - 
I will not murmur at thy Word, 


Nor beg thy Angel -toſheath up his Sword. 


, 
- 7 - 
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(ru wen Mufti 


The Propped. * the "ok * 


1. 


WI a ſtrange Moment will it be, 
My. Soul ?- How full, of Curioſity 2 .. 
When wing'd and ready for thy Eternal Flight. 
To th utmoſt Edges of thy tottering Clay, 
Hovering, and wiſhing longer Stay, | 


Thou ſhale advance, and bave Eternity i in Sicht; 7 
When juſt about to try that unknown Sea, 


What a ſtrange Moment will it be ! . 
II. 
But yet how much more ſtrange that State ! 


Rhea, looſen'd from th Embrace of this cloſe 
( Mate, 


# 
A 
& Z 


e Thou ſhalt at once be plung'd in Liberty, 
And move as Swift a and Active as a Ray 

Shot from the Jucid iSpring of of Day, 1 

r They 


AT 
"0; : 


+ A 
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Thou who juſt now waſt clogg'd with dull Mor. 
( tality 


How wile hom. bw the mighty Change? How 
( know 


2 "Whether out weh the ſane of % 


III. 

Then to ſtrange Manſions of the Jin F. 7 
And ſtranger Company, maſt chou repair; 
What a new Scene of Things will then appear ! 
This World thou by degrees was taught to know, 


Which leſſen 'd thy Surprize below, 


But Knowledge all at once will overflow thee 
( there. 


That World, as the Gr{t Man did this, thou'lt ſec 
Ripe grown in full Maturity. 


| There with brightSplendours muſt thou dwell, 
And be what only thoſe pure Forms can tell; 
There muſt thou live awhile, gare and admire, 
Till the great Angels Trump this Fabrick linke, 


Aud all the Numbering Dead awake 3 
Then 
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Then to thy old forgotten State muſt thou retire, 

This Union then will be as ſtrange, or more 
Than thy new Liberty before. 


\ 
Now for the greateſt Change prepare, 
To ſee the only Great, the only Fair; 
Vail now thy feeble Eyes, gaze and be bleſt ; 
Here all thy Turns and Revolutions ceaſe, 
Here's all Serenity and Peace ; 


Thou'rt to the Centre come, the Native Seat of 
(Reſt 


There's now no further Change, nor need there be 
When one ſhall be Variety. 


, 
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The CXXXVII. Pfalm Para- 
phras'd to the Seventh V erſe. By 
the ſame. Author. 8 


* i | 
Eneath a reverend gloomy Shade, 


Where Doris and Ow: cut their 
I | ( Way, 


With folded 8 ad Heads ſupinely laid, 

We ſate and wept out all the tedious Day; 
Within its Banks Grief could not be 

Contain'd, when, Sion, we remember'd thee. 


II. 
Our Harps, with which we oft had ſung 
17 SolemnStrains the great Jebovab 's Praiſe, 
Out warbling Harps upon the Trees we hung, 
Too Deep our Grief to hear their pleaſing Lays: 


Our 
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Our woe were ſad as well as we, 


And tho' by A e touch d n mw—_ no Har- 


. 5 
But they who foro d us from our FUR. 7% 4 
The happy Land and ſweet Abode of WY A 
Had one Way left to be more cruel yet, ; 
And ask'd a Song from Hearts with Grief onomils 
Let's hear, ſay they, upon the Lyre 
One of the Anthems of your Hebrew Quire. 


IV. 

How can we frame our Voice to ſing 
The Hymns of Joy, Feſtivity, and Praiſe, 
To thoſe who're Aliens to our Heavenly King, 
And want a Taſte for ſuch exalted Lays ? 

Our Harps will here refuſe to ſound ; 

An Holy Song is due to Holy Ground, 
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No, Deareſt Sion, if we can 
80 far forget thy melancholy State, 
As now thou mourn'(t, to ſing one chearful Stra. 
This Il be added to our Ebb of Fate, 


| R Let neither Harp nor Voice &er try 
One Hallelujah more, but ever ſilent lye. 


\ 
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Hymn to the 1 of. dw 3 
World, by Mr. Homes. 1 


| L i j 
om ſhowd l ee thee ? 
Whoſe Praiſes Angels _ 
Who the Eternal Envoy art 
Of the Eternal King. 
| 1 | 
From Heav'ns high Court thou didſt deſcend. 
Love led thee on thy Way: 
Thou faw'ſt Man's fatal Wreck, and lo! 
Thy Pity cou'd not mY. 
Ill. 
Swift as the Journeys of the Morn 
To Earth thou tak'ſt thy Flight : | 
A New-born Star attends thy Birth, hs 
And glows with joyful Light. 5 


- 


1 
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=o. 
Seraph and Cherub hail the News, 
| Freſh Joys their Heavin improve, 
While loſt in Wonder they reflect | 
On th unexampled Love. 
| Hs 
In Throngs their lofty Seats they leave, 
And humble #'ther preſs ; | 
Look down and view the wondrous Scene, 
And as they view they bleſs. 
To loftier Notes their Harps they raiſe, 
And loftier Hymns rehearſe, 
While Shepherds leave their Rural Strains 
To hear Celeſtial Verſe 
Rs. VII. 
Glory to God is all their Song, 
« Glory to God moſt high, 
All Glory to the Ranſomer 
© Of Mans Poſterity. 


Thro 
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VIII. 
Thro all the immeaſurd Tracks of Space, 
And rowling Orbs on high, 
Thro all the Fields of heav'nly Light. 
| And Kingdoms of the Sky ; 
IX. 
Down thro the Hollows of the Earth, n 5 
Thro Hells extenſive Bounds, 9 
And all the diſmal Vaults below 4 
The Harmony reſounds. 


X. 
With trembling helliſh Furies hear 
The News of Man's Relief, 
lt racks them with redoubled Pains 
And more inflames their Grief. 
1 
With hideous Roars they ſhake all Hell, 
And rage in wild Deſpair, 
They bite their everlaſting Chains, 
Aud rend their Snaky Hait. 


n M2 XII. 
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XII. 
But O the Joy, the Peace, the Bliſs, 
The ſound to Mortals brings, 
It chears the diſmal Gloom and flies 
With Raptures on its Wings. 
| XIII. 
Redemption O the charming News ! 
From deepeſt Guilt and Hell, 
Redemption! For a trayt rous World 
That freely did rebel: 
XIV. 


Wondrous Redemption ! wondrous Grace ! 


That does Mankind reſtore. |. 
To all the Joys were loſt by Sin; 
- all, and vaſtly more. | 
5 XV. 
That points the Way, and opens wide, 
The everlaſting Cate, O67 | 
Allures us with immortal Crowns, 
And Robes of heav'nly State. 


- » 
4 


/ 


— 


XV. 
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XVI. 
0 Adtion worthy of a GO IL, 7. 1, 4 
O Love r e [iT 
O Condeſcenſion infinite! 1016 SNO8T | 
O boundleſs ne 1 00 
XVII. 
O how Tm delug d o're, and loſt . 
In this profound Abyſs! .!\// 
lt fills my Head with glorious Scenes, 
My Heart with Extaſies. 
XVII. 
Lord why, to rebel Man ſhou dit thou + 
Such matchleſs Favours ſhew'? 
Why court the Wretch that ſhun d thy:Sight// 
That ſought thy overthrow ꝰ 
XIX. 
& it becauſe thou need ſt his Ald odT 51 
Thou doſt his Friendſhiꝑ ſue. 
Will elſe' thy Bliſs be ineomplcaat 
Thy Praiſes be but:few ? 
M 3 .' 5 


VI 
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_ 
Or waſt thou Lord conipell'd to leave 
Thy Triumphs in the Sky ? 
And range along the horrid Vale 
Of Death and Miſery >''"- ' - 
x 
Alaſs what Force coud Thee compel | 
Who art Almighty ſtill 2 © © 
Who mad'ſt and ruPſt the floating Worlds 
According to thy Will > 
Or Lord what Want can'ft thou endure. 
| "Who all Things doſt poſſeſs p 
No Bounds thy Happineſs? | 
Ten Thouſand Thouland Angel Troops 
Thy Mijeſty adore? 
And with a Word thou car ſt create SU 1:5 | 


XX 
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hn theſe with all their Hymms of Praiſe 
No Profit bring to Thee, 
Who only art thy own Delight, act 
Thy own Felicity : 
XXV. 
Why then to rebel Man ſhould ton 
Such matchleſs Favour ſhew / 
Why court the Wretch that ſhund thy Sight 
That ſought thy Overthrow ? 
| XXVI. 
Why z but becauſe Dear Lord with Thee 
Was Mercies boundleſs ſtore, | / 
Becauſe thy Goodneſs ſcorn d Reſtrainb/ /(1! /7 | 
And proudly delug'd ore, 
XXVII. 
Twas this alone that made Thee leave 
Thy glorious State above, 
In Manhood yail the God, and pat 
With all thy Hen but Love. 
8 M4 XXVII. 
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XXVII. 
A Servants deſpicable Form 
This made Thee gladly wear, 
Sleep, Hunger, Thirſt, and Cold endure, 
And Mocks of Sinners hear. 
XXIX. 


This led Thee thro' the raging Flames, 
And thro' th* impetuous Flood, 
Wich diſmal Clouds involy'd thy Soul, 
And dy'd thy Robes in Blood. 
XXX. 
The Wine: preſs of Almighty Wrath 
This made Thee freely tread, 
With baſeſt Villains chooſe thy Lot, 
And with the ſilent Dead. 
O ſtrange Effect of Saving Love! 
What Love does this require? 
How ſhou'd it melt away thy Soul be 1 
EIA «AM XXXII 
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XXXII. 

How ſhou d thy Mouth be fill d with Praiſe? 
What Homage ſhoul dſt thou pay? 

To him who plung d in Night for Thee 
And turm d thy Night to Day? 

e 

O can'ſt thou ſee God's darling Son — 

Forſake his Lofty Throne? 


„ 


orſale his Guards and Clories all 


Io try the Vaſt alone? 07 
| DMM 1c! 1 — 
F rom World to World, from Heav'n to Lad, 
©  Beholdhim Gwifily come, N 
Behold him ſhroud his facred Form © 
un Marys Virgin Womb??? dae 


R 

Behold the 000 LO wonder ] born 

| Behold him bleed and die 

And not by, Turns within Thee feel 
Th' Extreams of e 

XXXVI 
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| XXXVI. 
Of Grief to think what He endur'd, 
Of Joy, and Praiſe, to ſee 
What mighty Bleſlings He deſign'd 
In all my Soul for Thee. 


* 
* 
— — — — — — — — eee eee 
= 
* a : 
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The WARNING 


LL you who leap Religions ſacred Fence, 


And hunt th — Chaſe of Luſt and 
— | | R 


Whoſe —— Breaſt Cos helliſh Fiend inſpires, 
And Tongues, - and Eyes confeſs adult rous Fires; 


Who drown your wretched Souls | in Floods of 
TY (Wing; 


And to the Beaſt the nobler Man reſign : 


Who with loud Oaths, and Curſes rend the Sky, 
And dare immortal Virtues bright Atrhority. 
With earneſt Speed your darling Viceforego, ' © 
Which elſe will prove your certain overthrow. 
IVXXX | For 


—_—_ a2 


AY to oy an .rS 


«cod mn 2 


or 
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for fince Heav ns awful King is Juſt and Pure, 
You muſt the Laſhes of his Wrath endure. 

Muſt &re 'tis long to your Confuſion find 

That th' injur'd God is neither Deaf nor Blind. 


a. 
—_—_— » Io _ — — — ——_ » 
I 0 „ . » * 


By bir. 1 ESL ET 


Hark how their Trumps the 
World affright;; 


The awful Trump of God a Call they ſound 
Is heard thro' Natures univerſal Round, 
That Signal heard, 'from the diffolving Sky” 27 
Decrepid Nature lays ber down to dye. * 
Not ſo Man' 8 deathleſs Race, who now revive, 
And muſt in Joy, or Pain forever live. 
From long confining Tombs each dusky Gueſt . 
Diſturb'd ariſe, moſt never more to reſt. 
The cluſtring Atoms, as before they were, | 
Together troop, the Earth, the Sea, the Air, 

| Give 


Y Harbingers the ſevet Archangels br ght, 


- 


u. 4 it; 
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Ohe up theirDed, hon difrreot all they riſ I. 
Theſe light and chearful, theſe behold the Skies il 
With Looks adverſe, and horrid, how they hin: . 
All dreadful bright, all red with Wrath Divine! I 
Even you fair Star, whoſe Webs of Light diſperl: 
Their golden Threads around the Univerſe, | 


Looſe from its core down Heavens . 
r 


And. by i ts Fall anhinge the ſteady Pole. J 
And whill it hiſſing in th Abyſs is found 
Ten thouſind lefler Suns lye ſcatter'd round. 


The Moons * Eye ſhall . and bloodſho: 


re; ears ucts 1 
Reflecting oh Sock, and Fi we 3 12 1 | 
Vaſt Heaps on Heaps, thick Orbs on Orbs are | 
_ Churld 


Chaos on Chace! World confus 4 veg World, : 
Huge Spheres ſo falt each after other roll = 
Even boundleſs ſpace their Ruins ſcarce will hold, 


If the great Whole's no more from Fate ſecure, 
10) 1A t Jian SG | 


he Rarage ſhall this little part endure, 


| p 1 T % © 
_ , 3 | F «* & . 1 2141 100 42 
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This Point in the great Circle as before: 
wen by th' impetuous Deluge floated o're, 

in The Oceans both of Heaven and Earth did join, 
Both with the Fountains of the Deep combine, 
e And Wave did after Wave unweary'd come, 
Les after Sea from its Hydropick Wonb. 
So from the Sources whence that Ruin came 
Delog'd with Seas of Fire, and Waves of Flame, 

g As when Heaven's Vengeance on curſt Sodom fell 
The World's one Tophet, now one Etna or one 


(Hel, 


From Earth 8 9 Womb large Floods of Flame 
(hall flo 


The jeery Worlds above ſhall meet with this below, 
Hence holy Souls refin'd, and made more - bright, 
Shall ſafe immerge to Worlds of calmer Light, 
Whilſt thoſe ſtill ſtain'd with odious Marks of Sin 
Muſt deſperate fink, for ever fink therein. 

But firſt that Doom, which they deſerv'd ſo well, 
They muſt receive that Sentence, half their Hell. 


00 


ult 
ol! 


ot 
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N Thrones are ſet, the conſcious Angel 


| 

| (Wait, l 

And turn th' Eternal brazen "FER of Fate. [ 
E 


High in the midſt ſhall my Tribunal ſtand, 
Apoſtles, Prophets, Saints at my Right Hand: 
Martyrs and Confeſſors, a glorious Train, \ 
Now well content to ſuffer, then to reign; f 
Whilſt on the Left a diſmal gloomy Band f 
Of Kings, proud Nobles, factious Commons ſtand, I y 
Lewd Priefts, Apoſtate Poets who diſgrace, F 
Their Character, and ſtain their Heaven-born Race. Ig 
Lean Hypocrites who by long Faſts and Prayer, 

Get Damn'd with much of Pains, and much of Care, 
But ſtrange there will not be an Atheiſt there! 


All Marſhal'd . tho now they re mingled 
7 ſeen, 


To you TIl with — 8 Smiles begin; 


Come you by me and my great Father bleſt, 


Come holy Souls to endleſs Peace and Reſt. 
Fot 
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For ſome ſhort Years of Miſery and Pain 

In Light, and Joy, forever with me reign. | 

in that bleſt Place before all Worlds prepar d. 
By Heavenly Skill, by Hands Almighty rear d. 


in that bad World your ſelves you've faithful 
( ſhown, 
You own'd me there, and you in this Fll own. 


Fainting for Hunger me you oft reliev'd, 

And burnt with Thirſt I your kind Aid receiv d. 
Wide wandring thro? the World, you entertam d: 
Half naked, not my Povetry diſdain'd, 

But careful Cloath'd ; when fick your Help did 
( lend, 


Nay, even impriſon' d not forſook your Friend. 


275 


With modeſt Joy in their enlighten'd Eyes, 
Thus humbly all the Righteous Hoſt replies: 
Thy Mercy not our Merits Lord we own, 
Muſt place us by thee on thy radiant Throne. 
Much of our ſelves, of Ill our ſelves we know, 


duch good alaſs, when did we ever do. 3 
| Fo 


Thus 


156 
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Thus tins will again the King rejoin 
Thoſe Kindneſſes ] ſtill accounted mine: | 
My Friends receiv'd, theſe I did Ctll record, 
And this great Day ſhall bring their full Reward, 
© Then to the unjuſt he turns, who trembling 
| (Wait 
Their too well known intolerable Fate. 
Juſtice unmix'd dwells on his Angry Brow, 
Tho' Mercy only there and Pardon now. 

( Ah what a Change ! why will they not relent, 
Since now they may ? why will they not repent? 
Yet, yet, their's Hope, I'll cover all their Sins, 
Then all too late, for thus their Judge begins. ) 


Go ye accurſt, to endleſs Torment go, 
For ſuch your Choice, to endleſs Worlds of woe, 
Prepar'd at firſt for thoſe loſt Spirits that fell, 


You ſhard their Crimes, now doom d to ſhare 
( their Hell, 


In t'other World unkind your ſelves you've ſhown 


Me = diſown'd, you now I here diſown 
| Fainting 
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Fainting for Hunger, me you'd d not reliere, 
For Thirft you'd not one Cup of Water give, 
When wandring thro the World ne re entertain?d, 1 
Half Naked, Peor and Mean you me diſdain'd : 13 


Or Cloathd with * when Sick did — 
| end 


or Balm 1 d, Stones for Bread mo fend, 


A + * 
LN 3. g 


With all the haſt of W Deſpair, 
They I all deny, and ask me when and where ? 


To them my Anſwer like the Laſt ſhall 
What to my Brethrens done, is done to me. 


A Place there is from Heav'ns ſweet Light de- 
( barr'd 


Where diſmal Shticks, of guilty Souls are heard: 


Loud Yells, deep Groans, thick Stripes, long 
(clank of Chains, 
There ſolid everlaſting Darkneſs Reigns. + & 


Even that ſad Fire,which on the Wretched feeds, 
nn _— of Matter ever needs, ) 


Lends 


N 
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Lends en no Clean, no comfortable Ray, 
But change of Torments, meaſure Night and Day, 
Hither black Fiends fall ſnatch th Unjuſt away. 
And 6n the Ruins of this flaming Ball, 
Tormentors and Tormented both ſhall fall, 
whilſt to th Abyſs. on Waves of Sulphur toſt 
And in that n Gulph forever loſt. 5 


E — me — — 


Not ſo the Juſt ; who ſhall their Lord attend I 
To Worlds of Joy, ſhall know no bound, nor end. 
A Place there is remov'd far far away, 


From that faint Lamp, that makes this Io 
Day 


A bliſsſul Place; that knows no clouds or Night. 
But God 's high Throne ſcatters perpetual Light. 
There Angels live, there Saints ſo far refin d 
Their Bodies ſcarce leſs glorious then their Mind. 
There true Eternal Friendſhip all profeſs, Ow 
There in the height of Piety poſſeſs 

The Hearen of Heavens the height of Happineſs. 


0| 


Wh: 


Per 
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) berſect their Joys, yet Mill their Joys improve; | 
For ſtill the infinite they ſer, and Love. 


J uere ſhall they Enter, here triumphant Pied," X 
Unutterable Bliſs forever taſte £1 


In mine and my Great Fathers Arms embrac d. 


The Vanity of the - WORLD: 
By a Young Lady. BY 


| 


Wa if ſerenley bleſt, with Calms I ſwam 
. PaRtolus ! in thy golden ſanded Stream? 
Not all the Wealth, that laviſh' Chance cou'd give 
ky dla hag Death eou'd one ſhort Hour re- 

P riepe. 


ben from my n the — Life muſt 


(move 


o Cordial, all my uſeleſs Gold wor d prove. | 


| What tho' I plung din Joys ſo deep and wide, 


22 d tire m Tho hts to reach the diſtant 
Es { fide? 


d 


. 


N 2 | Fancy 
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Fancy it ſelf *twou'd tire to plumb th Abyſs, 
If I for an ungertain Leaſe of this WR, 
Sold the fair Hope of an Eternal Bliſs >, 
What if inveſted with the Royal State 

Of darling Queens, ador'd by King's I fate ? 


Yet when my-trembling Soul's diſlodg d wou'd be- 
No room of State within the Grave for me. 


What if my Youth in Wit, and Beauty's Bloom 
Shou'd promiſe many a flattering Lear to come ; 
Tho? Death ſhow'd paſs the beauteous Flouriſher 
Advancing Time wou d all its Glories marr. 
What if the Muſes loudly ſang my Fame, 
The barren Mountains Ecchoing with my Name 


= 


1 


Ex 


Tt 
An envious Puff might blaſt the riſing Pride, | 
And all ar conſpicuous Luſtre hide. 
| Th 
l ore my Relicks Monuments they raiſe 
And fill the World with F lattery or Praiſe. 3 


Oh what wou'd all avail, if ſink I muſt, 
My Soul to endleſs Shades, my Body to the Duſt 
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The APPE AL. 
By an unknown Hand. 
SE va od ac 
Thee great Searcher of the Heart 
I folemnly Appeal, PP 
Who all the Secrets of my Soul, 
And inmoſt Thoughts canſt tell. 
| LOWS. 
Even Thou, th unerring Judge of all, 
Doſt my dread Witneſs prove, 
That Thee beyond whate're the World 
| Can tempe me with [love. 
That Thee, =D elſe I miſs, 
Whatever elſe I loſe, 
is my exceeding great Reward, 
And higheſt Bliſs Ichuſe. 


N 3 
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TV. 
Leave me of AV ealth, of Honour, Friends, 1 
And all Things elle Ara © 
But of thy F avour gracious God 
Let me * never leſt. 
10 15 v. 1 
Oh hear, and grant thy boundlels Love' S 
Ineſtimable Store, e 
And Il hereafter cloſe my "> Inner 
es er x urge Thee more. 


R 
With this alone Tn be .. 
But Lord of this deny dd 50 95; : 
I ſhould deſpiſe the nobleſt Gift,” 1 
Thou ow beſtow beſide, | 
vn. 1 ON 
Among the brighteſt Joys H 
I ſhould a - 2 ak 
Aeid Ba 


But murm'ring to the ſullen | Shades 
Of endleſs Night would go. 


17 
7 f 
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* 480 1 . 
FEW 9251 Tie? if T7 ot 


Tell me, 0 * Sho my $ oul loves, 
where thou feedeſt, where thou 
cauſeſt thy Flocks 10 1 . at Noon, 
Cant. 1. LEA 


By 2 an unknown Hand, | 


I. 
' Lovelier to my raviſh'd Eyes 
Then all they ever iow, 
Much dearer then the Light I view, 
Or _ Breath 1 ; 


nd "I W —— 
—ͤ—— — 2 


u. 

Eternal Treaſure of my Heart. 

wWwom as my Soul 1 love. 
Oh tell me, to what Happy Shades 
Thou doſt at Noon remove. 
„ 

Oh tell me where, by Chryſtal Streams 

I ey Snowy Flocks are led, | 
N Hof 
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And in what fruitful Meadows they 
Are by my Bounty fed. 
For Thee I languiſh all the Day, 
For Thee I hourly pine, 
As F low rs that want the chearing Sun 
Their Painted Heads decline. 
V. 
Ah why from my impatient Eyes 
Doſt thou thy ſelfconceal? 
Whilſt I in vain in lonely Shades 
My reſtleſs Pain revel. 


Ine” 


And tho after my Skin Worms de- 
oy this, Body, yet in my Fleſb 
(bal I ſos God, Jab 19. 5 


By a gg Lady. . 


N gat fo the cloſe 
(Embrace 


wk her Fligh 
Of 1115 this material Candort, ” Crit 
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( ExiPd the Confines of her Native Place ) 
And leave theſe Eyes.clos'd in a diſmal Night? 
She ſhall agen reſume the dear Abode, 
And cloath'd in Fleſh 1 ſhall behold my God. 
N. wt 
Tho! in the gloomy Regions of the Grave 
Forgotten, and inſenſible I lye 5-082 39k 
That tedious Night ſhall a bright Morning have 
The welcome Dawnings of Eternity. | 
My Soul ſhall then reſume Her old Abode, -'* | 
And cloath'd in Fleſh, I ſhall behold my God. 
IR: III. * tl 
Altho', refolv'd into my native Duſt, 
Iss proper Part, each Element refine, 
ret at my awful Maker's Breath they muſt 
Agen the num' rous Particles refign : 
And then my Soul ſhall take Her old Abode, /- 
And cloath'd in Fleſh I ſhall behold my God. 
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HYMN. 
How ſhall I ſing that Majeſty 
Which Angel-Hoſts admire? 
Let Duſt in Duſt and Silence lye, 
Sing, ſing ye heav'nly Quire. 
8 3 
Thouſand of Thouſands ſtand around 
Thy Throne, O God moſt High, 
Len thouſand times ten thouſand ſound 
Thy Praiſe, but who am I? 
Thy brighteſt Rays to them appear, 
While I thy Footſteps trace, 
A ſound of God ſtrikes on my Ear, 
But they behold thy Face. 
w. 
They ſing becauſe thou art their Sun 
Lord dart a Beam on me, 


„ 


For 


Enlighten and inflame my Heart. 10s 
With Loves moſt Sacred Fire, 

Then ſhall I ſing, and bear a part, 
with thy Celeſtial Quire. | 


How great 4 Being Lord is thine” 
Wich doth all Beings keep! 
Thy Knowledge is the only Line 
To Sound fo vaſt a Deep. ! k 


Thou art a Seca 


How good art thou, whoſe Goodrich is 
My Parent, Nurſe and Guide? 
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For where Heav'n is but once begun y 


V. 


VI. 


VII. 


without a Shore, 
A Sun without a Sphere, 
Thy Time is now and everniore, "” 
Thy Place is evry where. 


VIII. 


7 wor 
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Whoſe Streams do Water Paradice, 
And all the World beſide. 
IX. 
Thy mighty Arm, O mighty King! 
My God thou canſt do evry Thing 
But what wou d ſhew Thee Weak. 
X. 
Who wou'd not fear thy ſearching Eye, 
Witneſs to all wedo? 
Dark Hell and deep Hypocrify  --/ 
Lye open to thy View. 
XI. 
Thy wiſe and bounteous Works, and End. 
0 may we {t:Þ admire. 


* 


Creation all our Wit tranſcends. 
How pure, and holy are thine Eyes ? 
How holy is thy Name 
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Thy Saints, and Laws, and Penalties, 
Thy Holineſs proclaim, 
XIII. 
Thy wondrous Mercies out- ſtretch d Rays. 
Shine gloriouſly to All. 
For this thy Creature's Love, and Praiſe, 
And thee their Father Call. = 
XIV. | | 
Thy hinder Parts, O God of Grace, 
We only here adore, 
Diſplay the Glory of thy Face, | 
That we ns eb. 40 
Toe XV. 
And ſince none ſee this Sight and live, 2 
For me to die is beſt, 25 
Thro Jordan's Streams, who wou'd not 4 
To land at Canaen's Reſt? 
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HY MN © ; 
5 
Wi Man i in Sin's Wilde-Maze + was loſt, 


And on impetuous Billows toſt. 
While Hope and Help all Aid denies, 
Lo! God his vaſt Compaſſion ſhews, | 
His dear, and only Son beſtows 
Who for our Safety freely dies. 
O Heighth ! O Length ! O Breadth! O Deep! 
What Love with thine can Meaſures keep? 
Love ! that from Glory Jeſus brought : 
That plung'd him deep, in Sorrows Flood, 
That peirc'd his Soul, and drein'd his Blood, 
* eben Angels Though 
III. 


O may at length my willing Breaſt 


_ with Love of thee pollels'd, 
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Be all inflam'd with heavnly Fire, 
May I thy Praiſe in Raptures ſing, 
Thy boundleſs Praiſe, my God, my King, 
And thee, and only thee admire. 


H Y M N. 
| I. . 
tes Lord who ie Heav'n and Ear, | 
Doſt make the building ſtand: 
The pond'rous Weight does wholly '— 
On thy Almighty Hand. Z 
Fil TY Q 


Shoul&ſt thou one Moment Lord 1 
The Earth wou'd leave its Place: 

The num'rous ſkining Orbs on high 
Reſign to empty Space, 

Thou needeſt none to ſing thy Praiſe, 

As if thy Joy cou d fade, | 


4 
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Could ſt thou have needed any Thing, 
Thou nothing eould'ſt have made, A 

W. . 

Lord, what is Man, that Child of Pride, 
Who boaſts his high Degree ? 

If but one Inſtant thou him leave 

He ſinks, and where is he ? 


FEI A. at: 0 


— 


In Praiſe of VIRTUE. 
By. Mr. TAT E. 


For a Quill drawn from an Angel's Wing ! 
O for a Maſter Seraph's Voice to ing 

A Subje worthy of Seraphick Lays, 

Tis Virtue, bright ccleſtial Virtues Praiſe! 

Virtue beyond compare by all allow'd 

The faireſt Beauty, and the beſt endow d. en 

For what Imperial Dame like her can ſay ad 


Ive Wealth can ne'r be __ and Charms will Ihe 1 
. (ner decay? be b 


An 
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An Elen where unfading Pleaſures grow, 
And 0 ee W 


1 


Not o, * Vice Ne n frign' Smiles, 
(diſplay, 


That Dalilat's Careſſes to betray. 
irtue's alone the chaſt and real Friend 
dr whom th enamour'd Soul ſecutely can de- 
"7 ( pend. 
the Steel has prov AN aA the tedious Stage 
\ mortal Life, and dangirous Pilgrimage,” 5 
0 all who on, her Conduct have rel d, 

ic beſt Companion, and moſt faithful Guide: © 
r ſhadowitig Cloud in Fortunes Darling Light 
ur ſhining Pillar in Aflictions Night. 1 


0 Heavnly Mama, when for E ood diſtreſs d. 
0 


iti or: . | 


Fountain, when with ſcorching 
11 (nel 


ke makes our Wilderneſs, all blooming Ge. | 
nd ſcatters Roſes in the Deſert Way. 
iu de very Thorns that make her Travellers bleed, 
te but Remembrancers to mend their Speed, 

O Leſt 


LECT? 
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eee 7 
Ev'n am'rous Youth with her ſecurely ſteer 
Where Syrene deckd in all their Charms appear 
Of Circe's Ile the tempting Proſpect ſhun, 
When dt mage g to {miling Ruin run, | 
By her the how Sex are taught to know 


Both wha 7 W's, nh 1 W 
owe 
Ar 


Honour, and ſpotleſs Innocence to prize, 
Above the Triumphs of their conqu ring Eyes. 
How diſmal dear the Bargain when they (ell 
Thoſe Gems far ought that does on Earth excel, 
That, 0h "tis Life for Death andHea's for Hell! } 


WI 
( |} 
Un 
Of 


Bur then in largeſt Streams her Bleſſings flow, 
When Life grown Bankrupt can no more beſtow Wh 
She gives what mortal Nature never gave, Nor 
immortal Bliſs, and Life beyond the Grave, | * 
50 trad IS - Wir 


1 
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The Charatter of Happy Life 
_ By Sir Henry Wo otton. 


eng nec nin 10H 
OW happy is he born, and taught, 
| — MV 
Whoſe Armour is his honeſt Thought, | to S101 
nl ls Tri Nb han Eb br 119109 bo 
os | "OO cuoigii Nr 0307 
Whoſe 8 Maſters are, 
Me GW IL ein Tl 
Unty'd unto the Worid by (lle 
Of publick Fame, or n 10.1 
III. N m hoer ad Lak 
Nor Vice hath ever underſtood 5 
How deepeſt Wounds are giv'n by Praiſe, 
Not Rules of State, but Rules of Good. 


2 


f 


E 
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IV. 
Who tath bis Life from Rumors freed, 
Whoſe Conſcience i 18 his ſtrong Retreat: 
Whoſe State can neither Flat rers feed, 
Nor Ruin make 1 great. 
b V. A we : 


Who Golldith tat and us, pray, 
More of his Grace, then Gifts to lend « 
With a Religious Book, or Friend, 

918 ii. d {oc eine 23 
This Man is freed from ſervile Bands, 
Of Hope to riſe, or Fear to fall? 
Lord of himſelf, tho not of Lands 
And having Nothing, INC 


* 
on 7 p p a" 9 „ 9 N 990 9 ( 1% 
* did ff ff Wai! 5 166 „4 # 

* 

* F : 
* Th 11 * * 
. E = Y |; 
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170 11077 N * 
* 
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Ghats” PASSION, taken 


out of a Greek OD E. 
By Mr. Cowley. 


J. 
Eon my Muſe, of Earthly Things, 
And Inſpirations but of Wind; 
Take up thy Lute and to it bind 


Loud, and everlaſting Strings 


And on em play, and to em fing, + 


The happy mournful Stories, 


The lamentable Glories, 
ountainous Heap of Wonders l which doſt riſe 
Till Earth thou joineſt with the Skies! 
Too large at Bottom; and at Top too high. 


To be half ſeen by mortal Eye. 
How ſhall I graſp this boundleſs Thing ! 
nnn What ſhall I ſing ! 


03 lll, 
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ui fing the mighty Riddle of Myſterious Love, 
Which neither wretched Men below, nor bleſſed 
4 ( Saints aboyc 


With ee Conmaney cal afin 

How all the whole World's Life, oP did not 
Fl ſearchleſs Depths of i amgals 
Me | (Divine 


| The Depths unfarhou'd yet 

By Reaſons Plummet, and the Line of Wit: 
Foo light the Plummet, and too ſhort the 
How the Eternal Father did beſtow 

His own Eternal Son a Ranſom for his Foe, 
III fing aloud, that all the World may hear. 

The Triumph of the buried Conquerer : 

How Hell was by its Pris ner Captive led, 
And the great are Death fin by 1 

: 1 0 


Methinks I hear of St Men t! 
(Vos 


Mixt v wich the Murtherers confuled Noiſ 


Vo 


q 


2 
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i Sound from the Top of Calvarie 
1 eee Ae 


ory - Who 'tis hangs there the midmoſt of the 
( three : 


On how valike the Others hje: 


Lock how he bends his gentle Head with Bleſ- 
'Clings unde Tree! 


His gracious Hands ne'r ſtretcht but to do 
_ (good, 
Are nail'd to the infamous Wood : 
And finful Man does fondly bind, 


n The Arms which he extends Fembrace all hu- 
(mane Kind. 


199 


not 


W. 
Unhappy Man, can ſt ſtand by and ſee 
All this as Patient as he ? 
Since he thy Sins does bear, 
And weep, and ſigh, and groan, 
And beat thy Breaſt and tear, 


Thy Garments and thy Hair, 


_ Q4 "And 
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And let thy Grief, and let thy Love. 
| Thro' all thy bleeding Bowels move. 


Doſt thou not ſee thy Prince in Purple clad 
(all ore 


Not Purple brought from the Sidonian Shore, 

| But made at home with richer Gore. 

Doſt thou not ſee the Roſes, which adorn 1 

| Thy Thorny Garland by him worn? 

Doſt thou not ſee the liyid Traces 
Of the ſharp Scourges rude Embraces ? 
If yet thou feeleſt not the Smart 7 
Of Thorns, and Scourges, in thy Heart, 
If yet that be not Crucified. 


Look on his Hands, look on his Feet, look on 
| (his fide, 


200 


V. 


Open Oh! Open wide the "UOTE 2 
| yes 


And let 'em call 
| Their Stock of Moiſture forth, whereer i it lies 
For this will ask it all. 


* Twould 
, "ol x Y 


kk. a 


Divine Hymns and Poems, 201 
Twould all ( alaſs) too little be 
Tho thy Salt Tears came from a Sea; 


F Canſt thou deny him, this when he 
Has open'd all his vital Springs for thee v 
Take heed z for by his Sides myſterious Flood 
May well be underſtood.” 
That he will ſtill require ſome Waters to his 


( Blood. 


— 


_ 


Thoughts in SICKNESS. 


I. 
* Y God, my Maker, humbly I adore _ 4 
Thy Pow'r and Wiſdom in my goodly I 

45 | Frame : 4 
ll I view the Work, and bleſs thy Sacred Name. 
88 


Thou took ſt this Body from the common Store; 
A rude, and undigeſted Maſs before: 
And lo | all Art, and Order it became. 
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And when thou had'ſt compleated ev'ry Part 
Had'ſt taught each Spring, and Wheel their 
(deſtin'd Uſe, 
And made a Purple Flood of Vital Juice, 
Ruſh thro? the Channels of the Active Heart, 
And Life, and Vigor to the Whole impart, 
Thou an immortal Soul did ſt then infuſe. 
And both dear God are ſtill at thy diſpoſe; 
For as thy awful Word cou d firſt unite. 
Things in their Natures ſtrangely oppoſite; 
So with the ſame can'ſt thou diſſolve the Cloſe, 
And each unto its Native Region goes, 


Earth back to Earth, my Soul to Realms of 
(Light. 


IV. 
I know thy Providence diſpoſes All ; 
I know that whatſoe're thou doſt is beſt: 
O let me then in thy Appointments reſt: 


Does God pre-order all Things, great and finall, 
. No 


Ir 


TO 
6. 


, 


f 
. 
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No Nail, nor dropping Hair without him fall 
And yet ſhall any Change my Peace moleſt 2 
| V. 
If thou haſt Buſineſs for me here below, 
I know thou ſoon wilt all my Pains expel, 
My Sickneſs ſoon controul, and ſpeak we 
(well; 
If not, why ſhall I think it hard to go; 
To leave this nauſeous World of Sin and Wo, 
And in immortal Joy, and Glory dwell 2 
VI. | 


I will not, no, I will not Lord repine, 
Tho' now thou pleaſe to Summon me away, 
To bid me die, and leave this Houſe of Clay. 

Thy Pleaſure, as 'tis juft, ſhall govern mine, 

To thee, the Owner I my All refign: 


Command whate're thou wilt I chearfully 
( 


4 Y i 
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The R A P T u R E. 
By a Young Lady. Z 
LEE it K e 
Ord! If one diſtant Glimpſe of Thee 
uus elevate the Soul 
In what a height of Extaſy + 
Do thoſe bleſt Spirits roll. 
Who by a fixt, Eternal View 
Drink in immortal Rays; 
To whom unveiled thou doſt ſhew 
Thy Smiles without allays? 
An Object which if Mortal Eyes 
Cou d make Approaches to, 
They d ſoon eſteem their beſt lov'd Toys 
Not worth one ſcornful View. 1 
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IN. 2 

How then beneath its Load, of Fleſh  , 

Wou'd the vext Soul complain! 


And how the friendly Hand ſhe'd bleſs - ; 


Wou d break her hated Chain! 


— 


— 


The 1 Plum, Para ras to 
39 the 14 8 1 


* — he RIS. 


I. oh 
T5 vain | great ah in vain a 1 2 
Thou with 0 one en * * 
Dot look, the whole Creation through, 
The unſtap'd Embryo's of my Mind, 
OR TEC Likeneſs wrought ., 
The tender Rudiments of Thought, 


Thov feſt befol ſhe can her can her own Con- 
(ceptions find. 


U. 
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8 
My private Walks to thee are known, 
In Solitude Tm not alone, 8 
Thou round my Bed a Guard doſt keep, 
Thy Eyes are open while mine fleep, 
My ſofteſt Whiſpers reach thy Ear 
Tis vain to fancy Secrecy + 
Wich way ſoe re I turn thov'rt thete, 
een 
I can't wade thro this Deep I find, 
It drowns-and ſwallows up my Mind. 
Tis like thy immenſe Deity, 
T cannot fathom that or thee : 
Where then ſhall Ia Refuge find, 
| From thy bright Comprehenſive Eye ? 
Whether, O whether ſhall I fly 


ee 


— ** * 


IV. 


Or 
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IV. 

If to the Heavenly Orbs 1 fly 

There is thy Seat of Majeſty, 

If down to Hell's Abyſs I go 

There I am ſure to meet Thee too, 
Show'd 1 with the fwift Wings of Eight I 
Seck ſome remote and unknown Land, I 
Thou ſoon would t overtake my flight 2 j 
And all my Motions rule with thy 3 Fi 


Bet bent (Fand. 
Should'1 Yavoid thy piercing Sight, If 


Retire behind the Screen of Night, 
Thou canſt with one Celeſtial Ray 
| Diſpel the Shades and make it Day, 
Nor need'lt thou by ſuch Mediums ſee, I 
- Thy force of thy clear radient Sicht 


1 Depends not on our groſſer Lichhʒt 
1 rn . tis ever Day: 
1 i 2 Cwith Thee. 


0 F 1 * # 4 F 
4 C 3 . | ) 4 & Ss 
* % P 
0 q a | J. 
* 
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vi 
The Springs which Life and Motion give, 
Are thine, by thee I move, and live, 
My Frame has nothing hid from thee, 

Thou knoweſt my whole Anatomy. 

I Hymmof Praiſe I l tune my Lyre C 
How amazing is this Work of thine ! 
With dread I into my ſelf retire - 

For tho? the Metal's baſe the Stamp is all Divine, 


1 


The CONSUMMATION. 
A Pindarick O D E, by the ſame. 


1 riſe of Monarchics, and their, long Ha 
(weighty fall 

My Muſe out Soars, ſhe proudly leaves behind 

The Pomp of Courts, ſhe leaves our little All, 

To be the humble Song of a lefs reaching Mind: / Fr 

In vain Icurb her towring Flight, 

All can here preſent's too ſmall, 


Se 4 


—ͤ—ñ—P4GLM — 22 — 


Divine Hymns and Poemr. 
She preſſes on and now has loſt their Sight, 
- ;Sheflys and haſtens to relate 
The laſt and dreadful Scene of Fate, 
Natures great Solemn Funeral. 5 
Itte the mighty Angel fland 
Cloath'd with a Cloud, and Rainbow round his 
( Head; 


His right Foot on the Sea, his other on the Land, 
He lifted up his dreadful Arm and thus he ſaid. 
By tlie Myſterious great Three-One 
Whoſe Power we fear, and Truth adore 
I fiveat the fatal Thread is ſpun, 


Nature ſhall breath her laſt, and Time ſhall be 
(no more. 


: Mic of the Day 
Has run his Minutes ont, en ee 
97 0 10. | ($5 4. | hs 
Ehe parting Aus is thrown down, 
And all ſhall now be overflown : | 
= rl ſhall no more her under Current know, 


; 
] 


FT” E * 
een But 
, — b 
J — 
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But one with great Eternity ſhall grow, 


Their Streams fhall mix, and in ts. 
515 1 to 36:5 Ce flow. 


- Mas P 


He f. Oy wag Writ it the Sentence wich = Iror 
Pen 


And mighty Thutid's ring ſaid, Amen. 

What dreadful Sound s this ſtrikes my Ear 

+ 'Tisfare th' Arch-Angels Trump I hear, 

Natures great Paſſing- Bell, the only Call, 
Of God's, that will be heard by all, 

The Univerſe takes the Alarm, the 5, 

Trembles at the great Angel's Spund, 

— almoſt 23lowd as he ; 


Secks a new n mme unde 
ell 145 11 1+ £114 YI | 
The Earth it ſelf does no leſs quake 


8 down to the Cntre ſhake 


The Graves uncloſe, and the deep Sleepers ther 
| ol; p 1261 & JUL: © Canal 


The Suns A i in his way, 
lle dares not forward go 


_ 


T_T ES ” 
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But wondring 3 great 1 


Fate does a wondrous Scene prepare. 
The Central Fire which hitherto did burn 


Del like a Lamp in a moiſt clanmy Um. 
P 3 Tann d 


(low. 

rue Stars forget their Legend Miele Pl> |} 
_( nets ſtray. jt 

See how the Elements reſign 3 ſl 

Their numerous . the N hn | 
Some from the Earth, ſome from the Sea, ſome | 

| (from the Air, | 
, They know the great Alm, 
And in confus d mixt number ſwarm. 1! 

Till rang d and ſeverd by the Chymiſtry Divine, =} 
The Father of Mankind's amaz'd to ſee . 
The Glob too narrow for his Progeny : = 

But *tis the doſing of the Age l 
EO if 
(CC OI | 
wy W--- =; | 
Now Muſe exalt thy Wing be bold and dare, | 
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Tann d by the Breath Divine begins to glow, 
Ihznhe Fiends are all amaz d below, 


But that will no Confinement WEL] 
"SE thro! its Sacred Fence and plays more free 


Than thou with all thy vaſt Pindarick Liberty, 

Nature does fick of a ſtrong Fever lye, 

The Fire the Subterraneon's Vaults does ſpoi} 

7 "The Mountains Sweat, the Sea does boil, 

The Sea her mighty Pulſe beats high : 
The Waves of Fire more proudly rowl, 

The Fiends in their deep Caverns howl, 


And with the  frightful Trumpet r mix their hide- 


Now 1 the Tragick e 
The Fire in Triumph marches on 


the Earth's girt round with Flames and ſcems 
CO Sun. 


IV. 


But whither does this lawleſs J Fe roam 
Muſt +2 San 0 p. 


A Sacrifice —— Fire? | SL 
Ie | e IJ Read 
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Read thy Commiſſion, Fate ſure all are not thy 
| ok due, 


No thou uſt fave the Virtuous Ew. 
But where's the Angel Guardian to. avert the 
$4 „ { 
Lo with a mighty Hoſt he's come ! 
[ ſce the parted Clouds give way, | 
1 {ze the Banner of the Croſs diſplar. 0 
-  Death's Conqueror. in Pomp appears 
In his right Hand a Palm he bears, 
| And in his Looks he Sweetneſs Wears...” 
THY illuſtrious Glory of this Scene 11074 
Does the deſpairing Saints inſpire, n bak 
With Joy, with Rapture and Deſire. 
Kindles the higher Life, that dormant lay withing 
Thi auaken d Virtue does its Thoughts diſplays 
Melts and refines their droſſy Clay: 
3 New caſt j into a pure Etherial 1 5 
They fly, and mount aloft in Yehjgles of Flame, 
Slack here my Muſe thy roving Wang 


| Ang now the World's untun'd, let down thy 
( high-ſer String, 


P 3 Ven + 


N —— _ ns Poet, 


Ve ent 7 reator 5 piritus, | Tran ſlated 


into Paraphraſe. 
By Nr, P RTPEN 


BW ng 
Reator Spirit! by whoſe Ad 
ri eeepc be, 
Come viſit ev ry pious Mind. 
Come pour thy Joys on Humane kind. 
From Sin and Sorrows. ſet us free 
And make thy Temples worthy thee : * 
ta 990! 3 701 
O Source of uticreated Light! 
The Father's promis'd Paradlite! 
Thrice holy Fount, thrice holy Fire, 
Our Hearts with Heav'nly Love inſpire; 


Come, and thy ſacred Union bring 


Jo ſanctify us while we fing, 


Divine Hyarns and Topo 215 
III. 
plenteous of Grace deſcend from high, . 
Rich in thy Sev'nfold Energy! | e fs 
Thou Strength of his Almighty Hl. 
Whoſe Power does Heay'nand arch command ; = 
Proceeding Spirit, our Defence | 
Who doſt the Gift of Tongues Diſpenſe, 
And crown'ſt thy Gift with Eloquence, , = 
Refine, and purge our Earthly fats. 
But Oh ! inflame and fire our Hears! | N 
IV. 
Our Faculties help, and Vice nnen, 
Submit the Senſes to the Soul, 
And when Rebellious they are grown 
Then lay thy Hand and hold em down. 
V. 
Chaſe from our Minds th' infernal Foe, 
And Peace the Fruit of Love beſtow ; 
And leaſt our'Peacy ſnou d teh aſtray 
Protect and guide us in the way. 
7 4 V 
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VI. 
Make us Eternal Truths receive, ) 13 3205989} I 4 
And Pratiſe all that we believe,” ft able 4 
Give us thy Self that we may he #@ 497 
"FR 


The Father and the Son by thee. 11459 . 
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ſoworta Honours, endleſs kane 
1 — bb ; 


Who for loſt Mar” 8 Redemption dy'd;" I 31] 

And equal Adoration 133 | | 
Eternal Paraclie to ther. HE 81200 
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Nour waa 


f a on Jn: 3. 16 2 2 50 
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